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" My heart and lute are all my store, 
and these I give to thee." Thus an old 
song. 

My "heart" you have. My "lute" 
would be yours did I possess one. Should 
further token of my love be needed, then 
accept this book — the little additional " all *' 
there remains for me to offer. 

Tout a toi de coeur, 
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SORTIES FROM 'GIB/' 



THE ** LEVER DU RLDEAU." 



** An awfully jolly place ' Gib !' " That quaint ex- 
crescence from the Spanish Peninsula, where on high 
days and holidays the Union Jack flaunts defiantly, 
betokening British possession, is full of discomforts 
and disadvantages. It is hot, dull, dusty, damp when 
the Levanter blows, which is pretty often, and at all 
times unsavoury from bad drainage. Yet there are 
very few soldier-officers who, having had the luck to 
be quartered there, would not, if asked their opinion 
of the dear old place, express it somewhat to the 
above eflfect. 

Gibraltar when once visited is not easily forgotten, 
though I have often had occasion to be furious with 
fellow-countrymen who were not sufficiently asto- 
nished at the aspect of this eccentric and anomalous 
settlement. 

Supposing that a flock of predatorily- disposed 
penguins, quitting Tristan d'Acunha, or some such 
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out-of-the-way place, and intent on colonising by 
means of annexation, were suddenly to appear in these 
northern latitudes ; that, taking violent possession 
of a Scilly island, or that of Sark, they were to settle 
down there, propagating their species and rearing the 
** dusky brood " beneath the very beak of the justly 
indignant British sea-gull (How indignant that bird 
would be ! How he would flutter, jabber, convene 
meetings, be satirical, remonstrative, and fight ! If 
his efforts at dislodging the new comers proved in- 
effectual, perhaps he would then reconcile himself to 
them, and even write a book about them — possibly 
in the form of an ornithological peerage. Then it 
might peradventure happen that intermarriages would 
take place, and future hatchings of his race come 
into the world, bragging offensively of their South 
Atlantic descent) ; imagine some enterprising Esqui- 
maux families '' squatting '* and making themselves 
at home on the banks of the Hoogly river, just op- 
posite the city of Calcutta; that the interesting 
emigrants should still persist in preserving their 
costume of skins for summer wear, and keep up 
their usual artless t^ste for fresh seals' blood as 
sotip-procurmg it hermeticaUy tinned and direct 
from their native country, — I should consider neither 
of these cases one bit more surprising than some to 
which habit has inured us on " the Bock.'* 

It surely cannot be viewed as mere "matter of 
course " by the most unimaginative, that English sign- 
boards, red-faced sergeants, over-dressed nursemaids, 
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coffee-houses where no drinkahle coffee can be 
procured, a Protestant church built in the form of a 
Turkish mosque, good and expensive roads, cheap 
and hideous public buildings, and a multitude of other 
instances of our Anglo-Saxon peculiarities and perse- 
verance, should be all crowded up together in that 
small space beneath the blue sky of southern lati- 
tudes. There, among the aloes and date trees, 
Negroes, Jews, Spaniards, Moslems — Moorish and 
Turkish — are seen scarlet-coated warriors, wandering 
as calmly unconscious as the fly in amber of the 
singular effect produced by their presence. In 
the eyes of the crowd through which they so stolidly 
push their way, they represent tolerance of govern- 
ment combined with a slight tendency to intoxication 
in the individual. On all sides the Englishman is 
seen as much at home in this far-off country — ^beef- 
fed, beer-filled, brawny and contented in his grumbling 
way — as though Bow bells were ringing a peal hard 
by, the ''Lord Mayor's Show" promenading under 
his very nose, or, standing before one of his own 
island fires, he were contentedly warming his broad 
unbending and obstinate old back. 

If the New Zealander should prove to be a literary 
character, and choose to solace his leisure hours by 
undertaking a ''Decline and Fall" of the British 
Empire, let us hope he will be able to emulate his 
great godfather Macaulay, in doing justice to some of 
our peculiar vagaries. 

But the chief charm of " Gib ** as a " quarter " lies 
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in this — ^the, facility for- getting away from it. By 
the aid ' of a fortnight's, leave and a very few sove- 
reigns — ^neither of which, alas ! are always procurable 
at " Gib "any. more than, elsewhere — so much can be 
done there, or; thence, in the way of the pleasure-trips 
dear to. every class of British Bohemian. 

It was a pleasant time — life seemed free from care — 
when, seated in 'the. Alameda Garden, amid gandy 
patches of the. scarlet flowering '' Barbadoes aloes," 
beneath the cool. shade; of bellasombras or feathery- 
sprayed pepper trees, and while lazily watching the 
white sails . of passing ships, I made arrangements 
for exploring strange lands beyond our horizon of 
cloud-reflecting wave and sun-gilt mountain. 

With the . enthusiasm: peculiar to cold-blooded 
Englishmen, and undeterred by the countless volumes 
which have been . written recording adventures of 
tourists in Spain — for the most part characteristically 
prosaic— I had always longed to know something of 
the burning plains and passions of '4as Espanas." 
The country's reputation of being a very hotbed for 
working the heart's blood into a state of ferment, and 
developing sensational incidents from its fierce action, 
still clings to it ; and the Peninsula is still liable to 
be alluded to as '' that land of love and mystery." 

My first sortie from Gibraltar in search of adven- 
tures consisted of a ride to Granada, via Ronda, and 
the chief incidents of the trip, with the valuable moral 
it inculcates, I place at the feet of any intelligent 
reader who may choose to stoop to pick them up. 
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MY ROMANCE AT GRANADA. 



MY ROMANCE AT GRANADA. 



Surely life is at its best when the year is young, 
and the heart is free from care. When the ** lust of 
the eye " is satisfied by bright surroundings, by sky 
of ultramarine, and by lines of silver streams me- 
andering through a wealth of uncultivated beauty, 
no sense of restraint exists, and the mental horizon 
expands — ^measureless. 

Followed by a muleteer in charge of a small stock 
of impedimenta, I rode delightedly forth through the 
clear, health-giving air of Andalucia, forgetful of 
everything that was neither pleasant nor hopeful. 

It was a cheerful sunny May morning, and as we 
followed the course of the Guardiaro river, clusters of 
oleander bushes, their flowers blushing rosy red, and 
white sweet-scentedmyrtle blossoms bordered our path. 
Grey aloe plants of gigantic size spread their quaint- 
leafed outline below trees of bristling palm and date, 
bunches of scarlet pomegranates mingled with the dull 
foliage of the olive groves, and the bold tendrils of 
the vines supported their trailing garlands high up 
amid the branches of vast ilex trees. 

Spicy odours from dark pine woods dotting the hill- 
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sides, blended with the sweeter em%aations of the 
valleys' softer growth, and the whole radiant combi- 
nation of colour, air, and perfume, caused a complete 
quintessence of pleasurable sensations. 

Our first night's halt was at the small village of 
Gaucin, perched high up on a mountain peak. Next, 
at Bonda, with its strange yawning clefts and chasms ; 
then at the towns of Antiquera and Loja, and on the 
morning of the fifth day there opened upon us in all 
its far-famed glory, the rich and wondrous ** Vega " 
of Granada. 

It is impossible to ride through that valley and not 
think kindly on the infidel Moor of olden times, its 
former occupant. His love of flowers and beauty in 
every shape, including the sound of running water, 
and the bright side of life generally, which he did his 
very best to render brighter still, is perceptible on all 
sides ; nor can we avoid appreciating the tact he has 
displayed in carrying out the design that Nature 
hinted for creating an earthly Paradise there. 
Coming fi-om "the Bock," where my temporary home 
was in a barrack built by unsesthetical Christian archi- 
tects, the beauty appeared brighter still : it seemed 
as though such numbers of people must have been so 
very happy there ; and the suggestion was an i^ee- 
able accompaniment to the other charms of the scene. 

Old wells beneath crumbling Saracenic arches- 
cool masses of foliage waving around them — made 
pleasant resting-places by the roadside. The valley's 
surface, one vast and fertile mingling of garden and 
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groYe, shone on all sides a glittering patchwork of 
bright and varied colouring. 

Clomps of orange and oUve, wide-spreading vine- 
yards, sprinklings of blue-flowered hemp fields, of 
round bushy cotton plants, of tall green, bending sugar- 
cane, and mixed with them every species of cereal, 
went to compose the pattern of that gaily-hued natural 
carpet so gorgeously spread, even to the very foot of 
the mountains. The ruins of pleasantly-placed abodes 
— little special paradises — where dusky Moslem 
chivalry once held revelry and tournament, dotted 
the broad space. In the distance, as the light morn- 
ing mist cleared o£f, there became discernible, cluster- 
ing on hills and around their base, the old battle- 
ments and towers of Granada city. The scene fully 
realized all previous anticipation of its beauty, and 
I reached the journey's end wondering more than 
ever at the world's loveliness— at the. singular dis- 
crepancy which, by comparison, the ungainly out- 
ward casings of us human animal sojourners present 
to it. 

After a few days' sight-seeing, and when the 
novelty had a little worn oflF, I began to feel rather 
solitary amidst all those bright surroundings. Fancy 
would persist in painting with lively colours how 
pleasant it would be to sit clasping some fair hand in 
mine while watching the sun as it set behind the dusky 
old Alhambra walls and the ranges of the Alpujarras 
beyond ; while the snows of the still more distant 
Sierra Nevada, turned to the colour of pomegranate 
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juice, finally blanched beneath the moonlight to a 
heliotrope grey. 

Within the city the fair forms of the Orenadenas, 
coming out like stars at twilight hour — only there is 
no twilight there — to inhale the evening breeze on 
the promenades by the Xenil and Darro rivers, or 
sitting fanning their pretty faces in quaint old bal- 
conies, were still more suggestive of philandering 
than even the landscape, the sunset, or the moonlight 
on the mountains. The citron, myrtle, and turtle, 
too, abounded in a perfect embarraa de richesses^ but 
accompanied by no sign of the thrilling adventures 
generally supposed to be indigenous to these southern 
latitudes. 

My abode was at a rather comfortless fonda in 
Granada city, selected as an unlikely haunt for 
tourists, where, with the exception of some Spanish 
oflScers who patronised the table d^hote dinner — many of 
them very good fellows — there was no one to interrupt 
my sentimental longings, or listen to their recital. 
Dona Serafina — far from a romantic personage — sole 
daughter of our landlord's house and heart, was the 
only womankind of the establishment. She was an 
elderly Venus upwards of thirty, answering to fifty 
farther north ; she was slip-shod, uncombed, and 
unsavoury in the extreme ; she indulged in conversa- 
tion of such impropriety that it would have brought 
blushes into the cheek of a non-commissioned officer 
in charge of a barrack-room ; while the strange 
ingenuity, and what many would term blasphemy, of 
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her oaths would have giyen points to Billingsgate, 
beating it hollow. 

Sad to relate, &ir Andalucia has many such 
daughters. Youth with them is too short for any- 
thing but love; and age — ^too long and dreary for 
religious observances and gossip completely to occupy 
the time — comes before the body has been purified 
from its earthly inclinations. However, it was not to 
make studies of age and ugliness that I had started 
on Spanish travel. At last hope seemed to promise 
a dawn of better things. 

At a lofty balcony in one of the narrow streets 
leading from the Plaza Madalena, I had every even- 
ing, on returning from my daily ride, beheld a damsel 
of great beauty, to whom my bow in passing, and 
other signs of admiration, appeared not to be in- 
different. A wealth of black hair, the usual bright- 
coloured flower nestling amid its softly -twisted braids, 
formed a fitting frame to her face of dazzling 
fairness. Eyes of lustrous beauty were those looking 
down at me from the eyrie I so longed to climb ; and 
the floating smnmer veil — as cleverly managed as 
was the coquettish fan — gave an artistic finish to the 
picture, over which the light of the moon or stars 
threw a halo rendering it too bewitching. With the 
obstacles of several pairs of stairs to surmount, 
duenas, of course, to be encountered, and without any 
guide to show how these latter impediments were to 
be overcome, I looked around for a Leporello, for 
which purpose no better suggesting himself than the 
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Serafina's papa, I forthwith determined to take that 
respectable individual into my confidence. To judge 
Don Tomas from a physiognomical point of yiew, he 
appeared to me a person wasted on the present 
century, when a man's fortunes cannot be. always 
safely advanced by freedom from all prejudice and 
utter disregard for the laws framed to protect the 
weaker classes, which even in his land have their 
guardians, though generally of an unenthusiastic 
nature. 

He was a man bordering.upon sixty, of cat-like 
quietness in his movements, a colourless face, well-cut 
cruel features, and with small hands and feet, telling 
of Moorish ancestry. The usual Andalucian love of 
" eflfect " showed itself in his well-cared-for half-majo 
costume, of a short thickly-^frogged and braided jacket, 
tight trousers of showy pattern, girt at the waist with 
a "loud " faja of Valencian embroidery. He supple- 
mented his duties of host in the fonda by exercising 
the profession of letter- writer, and sat all day at a 
table in the patio (or- courtyard), giving audience to 
his clients, and neyer appearing to watch what was 
going on around him. My landlord's ** mixed busi- 
ness'* was advertised to the outer world on a board 
hanging outside . the doorway, which bore the inscrip- 
tion, "Se escriben cartas y memoriales, se colocan 
sirvientes y se arreglan casamientos " (** Letters and 
petitions written, servants placed, and marriages 
arranged "). 

When there was no press of business, I was 
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sometimes admitted to the favoar * of his conversa- 
tion. As he was well supplied with the self-respect 
and self-possession essential to easy manners, this 
boon was appreciated, thongh I sometimes wished 
that garlic had not constituted so very evidently the 
flaTour of his favourite dishes. He received in the 
most benignant maimer my avowal of admiration for 
his countrywomen in general, and for the beauty of 
the lofty balcony in particular; and while carefully 
preparing a fresh quiU, thus graciously expressed 
himself: 

" In Andalucia we have a proverb, senor mio, 
which says that 'girls and vineyards require much 
guarding ; ' and it is a good one, for we have clever 
despoilers of both these — our chief treasures — in the 
Vega. But, caballero, you will not have the worst 
of advisers in myself: the experience of a man of 
heart and honour, though he may be but a poor 
simple brute, is not to be despised, for (one more 
proverb) in these cases mas vale mana que fuerzaJ* 
Here we compare the two sexes to fire and phos- 
phorus. True, the balcony may be lofty and the 
window-gratings strong, but what matter if a skilful 
hand strikes the flint? Nombre de Dios ! we will 
light a blaze that will astonish you, senorico. How 
I feUcit myself on being thus selected as your 
confidant ! Who in Granada city can compose more 
touching letters and petitions than myself, or at a 

* Better skill than Btrengtb. 
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more reasonable rate ? My ingenuity is such that I 
have procured clerkships in government offices for 
young men who could not write a syllable, and who 
were obliged to have recourse to me to sign their 
names on the receipts for their salaries. And as for 
my discretion — Caramba ! — why, it is proverbial 
throughout the city. In any affair confided to my 
discretion, I will answer for it that not even the 
collar of my shirt shall find it out ! The letter I will 
now write (price two pesetas ; for a foreigner I always 
charge at the lowest rate) shall ripen the fig, and 
make it fall at your feet. The delivery of it shall be 
intrusted to a gentlewoman of honourable character, 
who devotes the time she is not engaged in religious 
exercises to affairs of this nature." 

Alas, no copy is extant of that combustible com- 
posed by Don Tomas, but its commencing sentence 

laid up in my memory for future use. 

" Quervh encantadora " (enchanting cherub) ! 
" may each bud of the red carnation — the emblem of 
my wild passion — ^which accompanies this letter, tell 
you, as it unfolds before the sunlight, even as my 
heart opens towards the paradise of your beauty, that 
I love you, and grovel on the earth till you bid me 
rise up and be happy." 

Of course for two pesetas (two fi*ancs) there was a 
great deal more than this ; and when the letter was 
finished and signed " Don Edouardo " we were very 
proud of our performance. That same day the 
honourable lady, fortunately not being engaged in her 
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religions exercises, started in charge of it, accom- 
panied by a porter from the market, carrying a huge 
clove carnation in a flower-pot. It was with unut- 
terable bliss that I soon found encouraging symptoms 
following on our avowal. Next day the happy clove 
carnation was blooming in the balcony by her side^ 
and from her fair hands dropped a red rosebud, which 
fell on my hat as I passed, le nez en Vair, looking 
as sentimental as possible, but feeling a little guilty. 

A tea-rose, two jasmines (white and yellow), a pot 
of musk, and another of marigolds followed in quick 
succession to bloom in the hanging garden of my 
love ; while a still more touching — and more 
expensive — letter was composed by Don Tomas. 

Affairs now became exciting in the extreme, and 
began to assume a character of romance and mystery 
delightful to revel in. 

One early morning, before I was out of bed, a very 
terrible-looking and partially bald old woman was 
ushered with much solemn whispering into my room. 
This was mine host's respectable lady fi-iend, who had 
again trenched on the time in which she should have 
been muttering Aves to bring me a dear darling love 
of a letter, written on the coarsest of paper, covered 
with blots, and the bad spelling carried to an excess 
that betrayed emotion of no common sort. A dollar 
was the reward of her fidelity, and muttering blessings 
as she retreated, the bald lady hurried to make up 
for lost time by attending an early Mass. 

My first Spanish love-letter commenced, "Muy 



tt 
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Senor mio ;" was signed, " Vicenta" (sweet name !). 
In it, with much graceful eloquence, the ** Senor 
Ingl6s " was informed that his avowal of passion had 
met with sympathy on the part of the Andalucian 
maiden, in token of which she would talk with him 
that Tery night at the hour of Ave Maria from behind 
the window-gratings on the ground-floor of her house. 

However picturesque it may be, there is, to a prac- 
tical Englishman, something very unbusinesslike in 
the Spanish fashion of love-making, with the iron 
rejas of the window intervening between two parties 
who have met to discuss matters in which proximity 
is of such essential aid to argument. . 

I must confess to having felt as the time ap- 
proached a little nervous as to my maiden speech on 
love, in a language of which, at that time, I knew the 
least. Having referred to a dialogue-book, under the 
heading ** To express the affections of the soul,'* in 
hopes of getting a good lead-off for an occasion where 
we all know that the chief importance Ues in the 
beginnings, and finding nothing stronger than ** how 
charming ! *V " how delightful ! *' ** how distressing ! *' 
and phrases of similar calibre, I determined to trust 
to whatever pantomime might be possible under the 
circumstances, and to the inspiration of the mo- 
ment. 

There was no light but from the stars and a few 
oil-lanterns slung across the street as — wearing a 
cloak, pronounced de rigueur by Leporello, and which 
he devoted much pains to draping — I sallied forth to'/ 
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lean, as gracefully as possible in the unaccustomed 
costume, against the hateful barrier of window- 
gratings, behind which stood Yicenta like a Madonna 
in a street shrine. Alas, there were no little oil-lamps 
in lier cage, but the faint starlight sufficed in peui; 
to reveal her queen-like beauty, and my few Spanish 
expressions proved equal to the occasion. No women 
are more sharp than those sleepy-looking southerners 
in the interpretation of love-speeches addressed to 
themselves ; and a love-letter in Egyptian hiero- 
glyphics, or a declaration in the Gentoo or Kaffir 
tongues, would not be too much for their ingenuity. 
As for Yicenta, her quickness in arriving at the 
meaning of the stupid remarks I favoured her with 
was deserving of unqualified praise ; and needless to 
relate, that my love increased with her evident appre- 
ciation of it. 

How quickly passed the too short hour of happi- 
ness ! Scarcely was the sorrow of parting lightened 
by the promise of other similar indulgences, while the 
succeeding days were only endurable in those por- 
tions of them passed at the cruel window-grating. 

Of course one does not make love for the sake 
of one's education; nevertheless it was quite a 
comfort to find how my colloquial knowledge of the 
Spanish language was increasing, and the progress I 
made enabled me to put on more eloquent pressure 
ior a less-fettered style of flirtation than those horrible 
rejas admitted of. After much entreaty, it was 
settled that my beautiful darling should meet me at 
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the Fuente de los Avellanos at the inconveniently 
early honr of 5 a.m. The bald lady, if it was no 
particular saint's day, would act as duena, and a 
parcel of a sweetmeat she affectionatcd was to be 
taken as a bribe to her to sit still and munch lollipop 
by the fountain while Yicenta and I wandered alone 
in the surrounding groves. 

It was impossible for our love to assume more 
picturesque features: no transformation scene for 
moonlight meetings could be bright<;r than the ro- 
mantic spot chosen for our next rendezvous, where, 
for generations past, the youth of Granada have sworn 
to the truth of their love — as the youth of all nations 
always do, have done, and will swear, finding believing 
listeners as long as human nature exists. 

Gratitude towards Senor Tomas became, of course, 
a prominent feeling with me. 

The confidence I had placed in him induced on that 
worthy gentleman's part a greater degree of trust 
towards myself, and our conversations, when the sub- 
ject of Yicenta was exhausted, were at times suffi- 
ciently peculiar in their character to merit a slight 
digression. 

A grand '' funcion " had taken place in the cathe- 
dral for the enthronement of an archbishop. This, 
in my character of British tourist, I had of course 
attended. 

** Senor mio," that evening began my friend, " be 
80 good as to tell me, in gratification of a harmless 
curiosity^ if in Engl&nd there are any archbishops ?" 
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On his question being answered affirmatiYely, and 
in self-congratulation of the fact, my host, heaving a 
deep sigh, continued, ''Madre de Dios! Is it pos- 
sible ! And yet, seuor, we read and hear that yours 
is a prosperous country. Why, in this otherwise 
&yonred land, the whole country's wealth is insufficient 
for the greed of our Churchmen and Government.* 
Were it not for such as they, we might have money 
to spend like you foreigners in travelling about the 
world and enjoying ourselves. But — Ca ! — the wolf 
and the fox have agreed in their acts of villany, and 
we are accursed paupers — Si, caballero, paupers, — a 
million times accursed paupers ! '' 

It is just a little bit troublesome to be obliged to 
get up early and have to make love before breakfast — 
no doubt it is a strain on one's resources ; but a 
penalty cannot be grudged for the pleasure of posing 
a la Don Juan, and — noblesse oblige. As Spanish 
women can never be induced to leave the house other 
than very early or very late in the day, so that their 
complexions may not suffer from the damaging effects 
of the sunshine, Yicenta's disregard for my comfort 
was fully justified ; and her taking the necessary pre- 
cautions for preseiTing the beauty which had attracted 
my attention, might indeed be viewed in the light of 
an indirect compliment. Don Tomas himself awoke 
me at four o'clock on the auspicious mom with offered 
coffee and the expression of his best wishes ; and not 

* ThlB was in the last days of the reign of Isabel Seganda. 

o2 
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long after, I walked with a beating heart, smoking a 
bad cigar (which, to a certain extent, may have 
accounted for the increased pulsation), forth from 
Granada city to meet my love, the sticky sweetmeat 
not forgotten. 

Half-way down the side of the Alhambra Hill 
gushes forth the clear stream denominated the Fuente 
de los Avellanos. To see from that spot the sun as 
it slowly rises over the many-coloured fields in the 
Vega, the Christian domes, and old Moorish towers, 
illuminating the water-courses which abound on all 
sides (nowhere in that valley is rush of water unheard), 
brightening the dull red of the Alhambra walls to 
scarlet, and tinging with rose-colour the distant snows 
of the Sierra, would suffice to counteract a much 
deeper grievance than early rising and waiting for an 
unpunctual woman. 

Half an hour passed, and no sign of my senorita. 
I sat listening to the gurgle of the gold- giving Darro 
down below, and to the shouts and songs coming up 
from the caves of gitanos on the opposite hillside. 
What a field for imagination surrounded me! The 
gorgeous harem in the now ruined palace above ; the 
songs and music once echoing there, and the queens 
of beauty who smilingly listened, would have formed 
subjects for reflection suited to the occasion. But on 
that bright yet chilly morning my mind was perversely 
haunted by only the gloomy dramas of the Moorish 
occupation ; the massacre of the Abencerrages, or the 
flight of the dethroned Boabdil, whose route towards 
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Alhamha I could trace in my mincf's eye across the 
plain : to be sure, I did not feel very well, a second of 
the bad cigars having been indulged in to while away 
the moments. 

At last two darkly-clad female figures were seen 
ascending the steep pathway leading from the city ; 
and the throbbing of my heart, overcoming every 
other sensation, told me that Vicenta was approach- 
ing. I went forward to meet her there in the bright 
morning sunlight ; and her bald and pious protector 
having received her sop of sweetmeats, sat down on 
the spot to tackle them, and mutter Ave Marias like 
a prize chaperon as she was, while we wandered on 
alone, to lose our way amid a labyrinth of small and 
intricate paths under the ** greenwood tree." The 
veil floating round Vicenta half hid her beauty from 
my enamoured gaze ; but amid its folds could be seen 
"the red, red rose" ornamenting hair that required 
nothing to enhance its beauty ; the creamy skin could 
be detected even through the thick lace ; whilst no 
coy drapery could entirely hide bright glimpses from 
eyes of bewitching darkness. 

Is there any one who can think unmoved of that 
buoyant delight which springs from the fact of loving, 
combined with the pleasant fancy that the love we have 
lavished meets with a fitting return ? Impossible ! 
That overwhelming ecstasy at finding the warmth of a 
responding heart beaming out on us from one of that 
forest of cold faces through which we dreary pilgrims 
have to pass, can only be equalled by one thing — the 
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delicious sense of gratified vanity which it also entails ! 
When age has taken the attractiveness away from that 
pleasant waste of time popularly known as love-making 
— or, in other words, rendered it impossible — ah ! 
what shall we do with the spare hours that may be 
still permitted to remain upon our elderly hands? 
" Books " and some varieties of " healthful play," as 
recommended to the youth of a past generation by 
Dr. Watts (the " play " rendered by the longest pos- 
sible whist), will still be ours, unless we become blind 
and paralysed ; but I doubt that the combination will 
be but dreary work at the best. 

Vicenta spoke ! and then — could it be fancy ? — 
but when she smilingly said that but for the peinadora 
(the she-hairdresser) disappointing her, ''maldita 
sea" (might she be d — d), they would have been 
more punctual, it seemed that my fair one's teeth 
were nearly as black as her eyes ! But no, it could 
not be ; and wandering on, I repeated in the very 
worst Castilian how I loved her. Her hand was in 
mine ; and as we walked on through that fairy scene 
the sound of the bubbling fountain fell soothingly 
on the ear: the sun's rays had dispelled the chill 
of early mom ; by degrees the folds of that envious 
veil fell back, and then ... Ah ! why that sensation, 
as though a third of the bad cigars had been 
consumed ? Whence that wish to fly, like Boabdil 
the deposed, from the delights of Oranada, though 
without his lamentations and despair? Could that 
face, of which the searching sunlight disclosed the 
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horrid secrets, be that of my Yicenta, which in the 
lofty balcony and by the moonlight had seemed so 
fur ? Was that the idol to which I had sacrificed 
eloYe carnations, mnsk, and marigolds ? Alas, all 
too tme! 

That morning light scmpled not to reveal the 
grey threads mingling with snch portions of the 
raven tresses as were her own; making them to 
shine and stand out prominently as the streams it 
illnminated in the valley below, while nnmistakable 
rigns of shaving could be detected on chin and upper 
lip, which the powder, applied over much grease, 
could not conceal. 

Poor me — ^poor Vicenta! Even at that supreme 
moment I could not but think who was the more to 
be pitied of us two, as she so evidently had been 
singularly handsome. Her figure was as graceful 
as ever ; her small feet still bore her over the rough 
ground with the marveUous specialty in movement 
pecuUar to her countrywomen ; her eyes were still 
bright and expressive ; the outline of nose and chin 
perfect; but necessary repairs had made hideous 
patchwork to replace the soft skin and dimples of 
former days. She reminded me of those faded and 
battered butterflies which have managed, by seeking 
refuge in some warm comer of a conservatory, to 
survive beyond the summer, and that, when a ray of 
winter sunshine chances to come out, flap their poor 
stiff wings in an effort to fly, forgetting that all their 
gay comrades of the summer days have succumbed 
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to Nature's law, so averse to the duration of beauty 
and happiness. 

With the falling of Vicenta's veil vanished my 
boyhood's dream of fair Spanish maidens waiting to 
be loved in bowers by the Guadalquiver, ever ready 
to express their devotion and delight in song and 
dance and the language of flowers ; always selecting 
par prSfSrence good-looking foreigners on whom to 
bestow their choicest favours. 

I came to the sage conclusion, that as la cape ne 
fait pas le moine^ so the semblance of romance and 
its reality do not always go together. That the gas- 
lights that pierce the gloom of our own foggy evenings 
may be of greater advantage, though less conducive 
to dramatic efiect, than the pale- shining deceptive 
stars illuminating more picturesque scenes than our 
streets can offer. That pious old ladies form but a 
poor substitute for the penny postage — combined with 
management — as the conveyers of sweet secrets ; and 
that love-making in your own language, and according 
to home customs, is less likely to lead to mistakes 
and disappointment than an attempted course of foreign 
philandering. 

* ♦ * 4t « 

Next day, preparatory to leaving Granada city for 
ever, I asked for the landlord's bill, which, on being 
presented, I found to contain some items of an 
unusual character : " To love-letters, paper included, 
four doUars. To one locket of imitation gold, three 
dollars." This valuable article of jewellery, bearing an 
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enameDed heart of turquoise blue in the centre, was 
intended aa a salve for my deserted lady-love's 
wounded feelings. 

Finally came the small charge of three pesetas — a 
sum representing the partially bald lady's modest 
valuation of the time she had lost from her soul's 
cultivation while lending us her valuable aid. 

Don Tomas, as usual, quoted a proverb when I 
bade him adieu. 

** Wives and clothes, seiior," he said sententiously, 
** are better chosen by daylight." 

As I was starting to ride away from Granada, like 
Boabdil, via Alhamha, Serafina the slatternly said, 
while handing me a packet of their hotel cards for 
distribution at Gibraltar : 

" A dios, senor don Edouardo mio ; send your 
friends to us, where they shall be well cared for, and 
learn from my own lips how you played the mischief 
among the girls of Granada." 

Those cards were lost. 
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THE STORY I HEARD AT TANGIERS. 

** Le vrai n'est pas toujoors Yraisemblable." 

To any one requiring a most perfect climate, and 
choosing for its sake to confront the distastefuhiess 
of utter dullness combined with unpleasant effluvia, 
I should fearlessly say, " try Tangiers." 

I once went there myself from Gibraltar for recu- 
perative purposes, seeking in its healthier atmosphere 
an antidote to the baneful effects of an overlong 
residence amidst our Bock's insalubrities. 

Starting on the tiny steamer "Lion Beige," I found 
the fore part of her deck was, as usual, crowded with 
Moors of every caste and shade of colour, lantern- 
jawed Barbary Jews, and several varieties of the 
strange nondescript race produced only at " Gib," by 
the blending of nearly every nationality beneath the 
sun, which, swarming and spawning under the pro- 
tection of the British flag in that " Alsatia " of 
Europe, produces the hybrid brood known as " Rock 
Scorpions." Most of these had risked the inferno of 
sea-sickness in the Straits for trading purposes : the 
'' Scorpions " for the spoiling of the Infidel on the 
African coast ; the Moors for retaliating, by the sale 
of their country's produce and refuse (consisting 



32 SORTIES FROM *' QIB:' 

then the prison, an unwholesome sight of dirt and 
wretchedness, which for days afterwards haunted me, 
was next pointed out as one of the '' lions " that had 
to be looked at. But when the time arrived for the 
table d'hote dinner at Martin's Hotel, everything had 
been conscientiously ** done ;'* no hope remaining for 
the next few days but that of finding friends among 
fellow-sojoumers in that establishment. 

Some whom I met there proved to be acquaintances 
from " the Rock," seeking, like myself, the favourite 
remedy of ** change of air*' for our national disease 
of boredom ; others being tourists of the usual hotel 
varieties. 

Among the familiar faces was that of an officer's 
" Lady " from the " Rock," chaperoning a subaltern 
of her regiment. She was notorious for fancying that 
every good-looking ensign or lieutenant joining the 
corps bore a strong resemblance to a long since 
'* dead and gone" brother, and inclining to love them 
accordingly. The various styles of manly beauty re- 
calling to the lady's mind that lost relative made 
charitable people express the hope that it was her 
naturally bad memory, together with the length of 
time which had elapsed since her bereavement was 
sustained, and not a leaning to fickleness, that caused 
the many illusions she allowed herself. 

First among the strangers I noticed a robust 
woman, who in a cowardly manner was dragging about 
the world a feeble husband half her own size. This 
gentlewoman's conversation consisted chiefly of allu- 
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sions to her oom strengfth and her victim's debility. 
He sat by her side enjo^ himself much as a sm^ 
boy does when taken out for an improving walk by his 
schoolmaster. This Amazon recapitulated various of 
her feats of prowess, from riding on a camel to Tetuan 
to having climbed the highest Alps of Switzerland, 
aQuding also to others it would be her delight further 

to undertake, "but" here she would glance down 

disparagingly at her diminutive charge. Poor fellow! 
he was unfortunately a sensitive invalid, foolish 
enough to feel the thrusts she was continually dealing 
him as she shrugged her broad shoulders and looked 
heavenward, returning thanks doubtless for her own 
cart-horse-like organisation. Her continually repeated 
"Lean on me, little pet," gave one an unmanly longing 
to beat her. Every one knows how an odious woman 
can be more odious than man even in his worst form — 
just as their good points and more charming traits are 
xmapproachable by us. Certainly the privilege was 
used, or rather abused, unsparingly by the powerful 
person now in question. 

Accompanied by his wife and their family of eight 
children; was the Quartermaster of a regimentat " Gib." 
He and his wife, good sort of people (both risen from 
the ranks), were too easy a prey for our she-Goliah to 
care about subjugating, so she contented herself with 
staring at them insultingly. The officer's ** Lady," 
however, not venturing to tackle the Amazon, and 
finding no better chance for bullying one of her own 
sex, took every opportunity of "sitting" on the 

D 
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virtuous mother of eight. There was an asperity in 
her manner not uncommon to childless women when 
a slight diflference of position in life delivers over 
some more fruitful sister to their tender mercies. 
Otherwise she and her young friend ate their dinner 
in silence, relieved only hy a few sighs which might 
have betokened either romance or repletion. The 
eight children's wants during the meal engrossed the 
attention of their prolific parents. 

Not wishing to ** try my strength '* with the 
Amazon, or to cut out the young Sub by attempting 
to assume the appearance of a ** long-lost brother," 
still less to indulge in '' shop " discussions with the 
Quartermaster, and listen to his abuse of '' barrack 
accommodation " on the Rock — when he had time to 
devote to other than his oflfspring — I was beginning to 
despair of the Tangerine venture proving other than 
a dismal failure with regard to amusement, when, as 
dinner was nearly over, a young Artillery OflScer with 
whom I was acquainted came into the room. He con- 
fided to me in a whisper that he had ridden over to 
Gape Spartell that day for the purpose of escaping 
from the strong woman, and a determined fancy she 
had taken to him. Missing his way coming back had 
entailed the loss of soup and fish, as well as some of 
his admirer's forcible conversation. 

To balk a resolute and vigorous woman of her prey 
is not so easy as it may appear ; and the she-autocrat 
of our table d*h$te being evidently about to prepare 
the ground for fresh onslaughts by the preparatory 
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measore of taking her husband, or '* little pet " as 
she chose to call him, to ^'lie down/' I suggested 
a firesh and immediate flight during her absence. 

We at first took refuge in a squalid Moorish caf6, 
full of opium smokers, and sought oblivion of feminine 
aggression in pipes of soothing kief and cups of strong 
green tea. 

Here a crowd of senseless human forms lay on 
grass mats spread about the floor. Some were 
motionless and rigid as in death, others at times 
moved listlessly a dark, skinny limb, and one or two 
by a great eflbrt managed to crawl short distances ; 
the whole mass as loathsome-looking as a knot of 
over-gorged reptiles. 

The atmosphere of the small den was too foul, and 
the sight too sickening for long endurance ; so on 
Walmsley's proposing another move I gladly assented. 
It was settled that I should accompany him to an 
hotel where an acquaintance of his had charge of an 
invalid friend to whom he was much devoted, and 
whom he had brought out from England in his own 
yacht. 

Night had now come on and we found this good 
Samaritan sitting inhaling the cool breeze on a 
terraced roof that overlooked the town and bay. 

First impressions form a moral barometer, which, 
if more frequently consulted, would save many of 
those who are daily suffering shipwreck amid the 
storms of life. My instinct at once suggested favour- 
able impressions of Alfred Bertram. His face, seen 

d2 



36 SORTIES FROM ''GIB,'' 

only in the white glare of the moonlight, was singa- 
larly '' simpatica " to me, and his voice carried out 
the impression that, opportunities occmring, he and I 
would become fast Mends. 

Presentiments of this kind rarely err; and after 
Walmsley had left Tangiers, which he did on the 
following day, I continued my visits each evening to 
the lofty terrace, becoming more and more favourably 
impressed by my new acquaintance. 

In the daytime Bertram rarely stirred out — ^his 
devotion to the sick man, of whom he had taken 
charge, as he said, under very peculiar and painful 
circumstances, was beyond any that is usually supposed 
possible to man's nature. 

A change for the worst had recently taken place, 
leaving all chance of the patient's recovery very 
doubtful. Bertram had sent to Gibraltar for a doctor, 
and he feared to absent himself from his friend for 
any length of time. Only when the poor fellow slept 
in the first cool of the evening would he allow himself 
any respite from his self-imposed task. 

The number of my visits and the intimacy there- 
from resulting are unimportant. Only as accounting 
for my having heard from my new friend some of the 
details of a blighted career, do I allude to those hours 
we sat together in the moonlight. The lapping of the 
surges on the beach below formed a fitting adjunct — as 
the sound of melancholy chords accompanying a dirge 
— ^to the tale he told, and which I will try to give as 
nearly as possible in the narrator's own words. 
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** My friendship," he began, " with Percy Vemeide 
dates from yery far back. Seeing him now helpless 
and heart-broken; knowing, as I do, the last darkness 
of all to be rapidly closing round him, and remember- 
ing so yiyidly the time when life seemed to promise 
him nothing but prosperity, I almost envy the lower 
animals. They, at any rate, possess the faculty of 
basking in sunshine, even though near the slaughter- 
house, from which, unheeded by them, oozes the 
thick stream of their kindred's blood. 

"Percy and I were together at a public school. 
The small incidents making up that miniature antici- 
pation of after-life, throwing us in continual contact, 
we began by the not uncommon phase of mutual 
dislike, and ended by becoming romantic friends. 
It frequently happens that egotism and cricket-worship 
are the prevailing characteristics of schoolboy minds, 
but as regards Percy, the former would have been an 
impossibility. Better it had not been so. Though 
fiar from an unmanly boy in ideas, his was a nature 
that affection will compel to sink its own individuality 
in that of another. 

" He was a pale-faced lad, shy and reserved. The 
Tery fair hair, added to hji3 pallid cast of countenance, 
would have entailed the effect almost of insipidity, 
but for a world of expression contained in his blue 
eyes, which seemed, when fixed on any object of 
interest, sufficient to communicate thought, and 
almost took the place of the verbal eloquence he 
lacked. It was impossible for him to love other than 
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blindly ; ignoring faults, gi^g much, and satisfied 
with little in return. An orphan, with no relation but 
an uncle, also his guardian, his holidays were spent 
at my father's house, with the exception of short 
visits to that sole relative, who cared for him in a 
conscientious way only, doing rigidly, as far as the boy's 
interests were concerned, everything he considered 
his * duty,' and nothing beyond. 

" To Percy's mind the word ' Duty' conveyed no 
more idea than would the name of ' Allah ' to that of 
the most ignorant Hindoo. 

"I was everything to him at the time I speak of; 
and became almost alarmed when I discovered the full 
extent of my power, feeling also half ashamed to think 
how impossible to my nature was the high standard in 
which his love had ranked me. His reliance on me 
was such, showing itself in the most trivial matters, 
that in a lad's pride of superior strength, and with 
the exaggerated state of feeling not uncommon to my 
age, I used sometimes to think that in fighting life's 
battle I could resignedly give up joining the foremost 
ranks, and remain contentedly behind a protector to 
my friend. 

"As Percy grew older his reverence for women 
was very great, and untainted by coarser feelings. 
Consequently on this subject our conversations were 
widely different from those held by most school- boys, 
who consider it a point of honour that the corruption 
of their minds should keep pace with its cultivation 
— ^too often overstep it. 
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** Time went on, leaving our friendship still un- 
changed. We were together as college chums at 
Oxford, where, out of consideration for Vemeide's 
sensitive feelings, I frequently avoided the society of 
others who would have heen agreeable to me, and as 
much as possible endeavoured to justify his still 
blindly-lavished regard. 

" My family having decided that I should enter the 
army, our first separation occurred. It became neces- 
sary for me to go to a * crammer's * establishment, 
where I was to spend some time in reading up 
military subjects, preparatory to receiving such polish 
as the habits and customs of the * Plunger * are 
likely to induce. 

" Percy remained at College, but never did a week 
pass without my receiving two or three letters from 
him. After I had been gazetted to the — th 
Dragoon Guards, he would take long railway journeys 
to pass two or three days with me in remote country 
quarters ; or we would contrive to meet in London, 
though our habits while there, be it said, were as 
dissimilar as possible. He was still the single-minded 
school-boy, quiet, earnest, and thoughtful ; while, in 
addition to any of the ' polish ' soldiering is supposed 
to confer, I had acquired other 'habits,* which for 
the sake of the old supremacy, I made a faint show of 
hiding from the dear old fellow. 

"An old weather-beaten and climate-tinged officer of 
my corps, who had risen from the ranks, and whose 
shrewd opinions were often quoted, once said of Percy, 
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that at that time he was too * good ' for everyday 
society not to have the chance of some day taming 
out too * bad.* 

"There could be no doubt that everything depended 
on those who influenced his conduct; so again I 
made vows in my own mind of keeping him safe with 
myself as his moral Mentor. 

''It often happens that the slightest possible in- 
cident will influence a whole lifetime. This was 
the case with Percy Vemeide ; . and I was with him 
when his fate overtook him. 

** The corps to which I belonged was stationed in 
those days at Brighton. We had given a ball at the 
Pavilion, to which my friend had by dint of great 
persuasion been induced to come. 

" The afternoon following what I think we called, 
in the slang of that period, our ' flare up,' he and I 
were strolling together down the King's Road. We 
were occupied in the more cold-blooded inspection by 
daylight of the fair ' daughters of men,* who beneath 
the gaslights of the ball-room had appeared angels in 
the eyes of some of us. In the idleness of the 
moment we stopped, because others were stopping, 
near one of the performances of cats and canary 
birds which a man was exhibiting nearly on the 
spot where the Grand Hotel now stands. 

" That light of intensely bright yellow, which in our 
climate often immediately precedes sunset, gave a 
sharp outline not only to the distant part of the view 
— the sailless sea and the long terraces on its beach — 
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bat also to the striking varieties of the human throng 
backed up as each indiyidnal form was by long black 
shadows. 

" So close, as nearly to touch us, I observed in the 
crowd a well-dressed woman of perfectly correct * get 
up.' She held by the hand a lad of about eleven or 
twelve, who was one of the most enthusiastic of the 
spectators, and whose exclamations of delight first 
drew my attention to them. Next I noticed the exces- 
sive beauty of the lady. She was a brunette of the 
clearest possible complexion. Her features were almost 
too faultless, — ^that style which generally combines 
absence of expression with its beauty ; but in her case 
nothing can be imagined more attractive than the per- 
fect calm and repose of her countenance. It conveyed 
in an evident and unmistakable manner the idea of 
an amount of self-possession, combined with a con- 
sciousness of power over herself and others, far beyond 
anything I had ever before met with. She gave me 
the idea of being one of those silent, winning women, 
undemonstrative in words, whose eyes and attitudes 
are their keenest weapons ; who rarely smile, never 
laugh, and who if they cry can do so with- 
out disfigurement, as with them tears are but a 
sham of grief, any real sorrow, if they are capable 
of it, finding no relief in such demonstrative weak- 
ness. 

" It was a face requiring some moments of close 
observation thoroughly to appreciate. As you looked, 
the first impression of prettiness grew upon you, till 
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it reached nearly a perfection of winning beauty, mes- 
meric in its attractiveness. 

" Turning to point out to Percy what I considered 
my discovery, I found him with his eyes fixed on our 
neighbour in the crowd, with a look of excessive 
admiration almost distressing to see — it was quite 
tragic in its intensity. He was so pale that he 
reminded me of some one shot through the heart, and 
remaining in the suddenness of the death with body 
still erect, the face the while retaining the last expres- 
sion felt in life. 

" After a short time the beautiful stranger moved 
away. I felt convinced that she had noticed the im- 
pression her appearance created upon us, which was too 
evident to be mistaken, and upon her departure I was 
quite prepared to find myself dragged oflf in fierce pur- 
suit. To my astonishment, however, Percy turned in 
exactly the opposite direction to that she had taken, 
walking by my side as in a dream, still holding my 
arm, but seeming scarcely conscious of his own bodily 
presence in that gay Brighton throng. With a man's 
want of tact, I ventured a little * chaflf* on the subject 
of his sudden enchantment, but he was far too engrossed 
in thought to pay sufficient attention to any fresh idea, 
or to snub me as I deserved for my pointless remarks. 

" We walked on for some time in silence. 

"I remember so well the tone of conviction in which 
he said, on arousing by an effort &om his reverie: 
* That woman, Bertram, even if I should never see 
her again, will continue to be the dream of my life. 
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If we meet, then almost my first words will be to 
tell her that I love her. That I am her slave — to 
order about, to ill-treat if she chooses, but with no 
wish to regain freedom. Why did we not follow her ? 
Because, besides feeling that she might have seen in 
our dogging her footsteps but an idle impertinence, 
I am impressed with the firmest conviction that she 
and I ivill meet again, and, for good or evil, that by 
her instrumentality my destiny for life will be worked 
out.* 

" They never did meet again at Brighton ; though 
while Percy remained there he continued careering 
wildly over the town and neighbourhood, hoping in- 
cessantly for the chance of a fresh rencontre. I 
cannot say that I sympathised, as I should have done, 
in his disappointment ; perhaps jealousy at losing any 
portion of my accustomed hold on his heart may have 
had something to do in the matter. I trusted, how- 
ever, to time, and remembered how often I had myself 
made over to a woman's keeping the whole and sole 
control of my fate, and then, revoking the gift, had 
transferred the important trust to some other female 
guardian. Why, after all, should not my friend prove 
as fickle ? 

" From the well-remembered landmark of that after- 
noon walk (now fifteen years ago), which we had 
begun by lazily sauntering along in the pleasant sun- 
set, half the cheeriness of Percy's old life seemed to 
desert him. A shadow also fell on the full and free 
confidence which had formerly existed between us ; 
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and nothing I could do had any effect in rousing him 
to more than a temporary animation. Men who 
have up to two-and-twenty years of age lived the 
quiet, passionless life his had hitherto heen, when 
love takes its long-deferred grip on their hearts be- 
come dangerously determined. Poor old boy! he 
would sometimes disappear for months together, 
during which time I seldom received news of him. 
I never doubted his being engaged in a search after 
that woman. When he came back to me there was 
always an anxious look in his eyes, which I knew 
expressed a hope of receiving the news that I, more 
fortunate than himself, had again seen the fair face 
everlastingly haunting him. 

"Years passed on, and after a very short spell 
of soldiering I gave up the service, that my par- 
ticular hobby of yachting might be indulged in 
without impediment. I was never so happy as 
when on blue water (and indeed such is still the 
case) ; but the continual and lengthy absences from 
England this passion for ^e sea entailed, put the 
finishing stroke to my estrangement from Percy 
Yemeide. I was also a little bitter about his appa- 
rent indifference to old ties, contrasting so strangely as 
it did with his former devotion to me. But in friend- 
ship, as in everything else, * tout s*en va comme la 
fum^e,' so new friends and fresh interests deadened 
a good deal my recollection of the once existing more 
than brotherly love. It was quite five years since we 
had met, when, putting into Cowes for the purpose of 
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refittmg after some damages sustained in a sharp gale 
out in the Bay, I found a letter at the Club in 
his well-remembered writing. This was to tell me 
that his patience and perseverance had been rewarded ; 
that at last his search had proved successful, and they 
had met — met under circumstances, he said, such 
as he could not well confide even to me. She was 
in need of his help, and he had determined to devote 
himself and everything he possessed to making her 
happy. They were about to be married in a few 
days' time, and would then leave England at once for 
America — possibly not to return. A few words re- 
ferring to the old friendship, a few more of regret at 
not seeing me to say good-bye, and that was all! 
There was a date, but only * London * in the way of 
address ; and as the letter had been awaiting me at 
Cowes for two months, it was then too late to think 
of interference or giving advice, even had I been 
inclined to venture on either. 

'' My own wandering life went on still the same. I 
returned to England for only a few months each year, 
for a little hunting and shooting, and when if I left my 
own county it was only for an occasional short run 
up to London on a trip of combined business and 
pleasure. In consequence of my rare visits, the only 
Club I had kept up was a military one. There I 
would meet kindly-hearted comrades of soldiering days, 
whose recitals &om the Army List were still of 
interest to me ; and in return for which I was always 
prepared with such o£fers of sympathy or congratulation. 
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as the career of my old firiends in the scale of promotion 
might call for. Some who had settled in London, 
haying sold out, would treat me as a much esteemed 
'country cousin;' talk patronisingly in the slang 
of the day, he important on the suhject of the last 
scandal, point out celebrities in the Park, and gravely 
retail for my benefit the latest rhymes, riddles, and 
raciness, so as to ease my mind of any country fresh- 
ness that might be clinging to it. Others, who also 
having left the service, but were living quiet country 
lives, sitting beneath their own fig-trees with the wife 
of their own bosom, would only appear as rarely as I 
did. At ' Derby ' times and other similar great 
national events, it always did me good to see them 
coming again to the front. My heart warmed at the 
old-fashioned, loud-toned and slightly aggressive 
' Heavy ' swagger of our day, which they reassumed 
for the nonce, brought back by the scenes recalling to 
them former days of naughtiness and youthful vitality. 

" This for a day or two was pleasant enough, but 
since taking to my sea life an entire change 
from the habits of Subaltern days had come over me, 
and though still as fond of amusement and excite- 
ment as any one, London could not afford me either 
for long. I was always glad to get back to my old 
house in the country (mine, alas ! in consequence of 
my father's death) or to my erratic home on board 
the yacht. 

" It has ever impressed me how the last good story 
of town gossip is received with wild interest and 
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allowed the moment after to drop into utter oblivion. 
Some three year^ back I heard of the death of a 
well-known member of what is called in London 
the demi-monde — ^why the misnomer I cannot say 
— ^much canvassed for a couple of nights in the 
smoking room of my Club. The circumstances took 
a rather deep hold on my unsophisticated mind. 
Being little accustomed to the sensational phases of 
life, I could not help wondering at the interest created 
by such an event. It seems that Sylvia Fay, the 
person alluded to, had been looked upon as a heroine 
by half of London — the ladies imitating her dress, 
and the men chronicling her sayings, while her doings 
formed the whispered conversation of nearly every 
dinner party, being generally found to answer as an 
antidote to the dullness of even those generally dreary 
entertainments. She had been celebrated for the 
strange fluctuations of her career. At one time rising 
to the acme of wealth and splendid notoriety, then 
sinking to the very verge of destitution and consequent 
oblivion. 

"Once she had suffered a total ecUpse for two 
years, during which period her proceedings had never 
been accounted for. Again she had been seen above 
the horizon, a brighter luminary in her sphere than 
ever, when more anecdotes and still more abject 
imitations resulted. This time, however, there was 
no doubt of her death, and a thousand rumours were 
circulated as to its cause. Some said it was a cold 
taken at Gremome which had deprived Club men of 
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one of their pet subjects of conversation; some 
averred, * on good authority/ that poison had been 
administered by another woman of her class, 
envious of her pre-eminence; some again declared 
for drink, while others hinted at suicide. In short, 
such was the sensation caused by this engrossing 
topic that I felt half ashamed at having lived my 
ignorant and healthy life on sea and shore, ignoring 
the existence of such a distinguished Lais, and 
therefore unable properly to deplore her demise. 
Some romantic items were also added. One was 
that a man had died of a broken heart on hearing the 
news of her death ; that another had fallen down in a 
fit in the graveyard at the time of her funeral — but 
here some said, again on ' good authority,' that the 
last victim to grief was only a poor drunken fellow, a 
sort of relation to whom she had been kind, support- 
ing him, in fact, in a most exemplary manner. It 
had been said, the Club oracles added, that this 
wretched creature was her brother, or some sort of 
relative, but that no one ever believed the story. 
Next day there was some &esh theme. You will 
weary of this long yam,'* Bertram here interposed, 
" but we have nearly reached the end of a story which 
I hope you will make allowance for my thus taking a 
melancholy pleasure in dilating upon. 

** In the summer of this year, during one of my short 
visits to London, I was walking down the Strand, 
going towards Chancery Lane for an hour's talk with 
my solicitor. It was one of those days in summer 



TBE ST0JR7 I HEARD AT TANGIERS. 49 



when excessive heat and fetid odours are found to com- 
bine in the London streets, making them to reek with an 
atmosphere as unpleasant as any that may be inhaled 
in one of its worst ventilated Music Halls*. However, 
in spite of the temperature, I was bent on going to a 
theatre in the evening, and knowing no one sufficiently 
devoted to my interest to join in such an ordeal 
— the thermometer where it was — with a view to 
making my own plans, I was looking about for any- 
thing that promised the best chance of amusement. 
My attention was thus attracted to a long procession 
of * board-men' coasting the trottair — those sad- 
looking heralds of theatrical fame and fun whose 
wooden tabards but half hide their own seedy integu- 
ments — and hoping to find some hint for after-dinner- 
time killing, I hurried my pace so as to come up with 
them. They had in effect hired out their poor, weary 
backs in this instance to blazon forth the attractions 
of a * legitimate success ' at, I think, the Adelphi 
Theatre, in which one or two stage aristocrats, whose 
names were printed in type a foot long, and some 
two or three dozen nobodies, whose share in the 
triumph entitled them only to type barely legible 
in its minuteness, had been electrifying 'crowded 
houses ' for an indefinite number of nights. 

" Suddenly, as I was scanning one of the yellow 
placards, its black, staring letters seemed to become in- 
distinct, and this owing to the man carrying it having 
faltered and become unsteady. Shivering convulsively 
for a moment, the poor walking-advertisement fell on 

B 
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the hard payement with much clatter from his burden 
of boards. His comrades, their nerves terribly flustered 
by the event, crowded round, and as they knelt, and 
tried to raise him and rid him of his encumbrances, 
their movements sadly hampered by the records of 
the 'legitimate success,' it seemed as though a child's 
house of cards had suddenly collapsed on the cause- 
way. A quickly-collecting crowd was quite impressed 
by signs of such human weakness in a public charac- 
ter. They inclined to as high a degree of astonish- 
ment as though a policeman, or an iron pillar-box, or 
any other embodiment of utility and strength, had, 
chauging their iron nature, fallen across our path. 

'' I saw the poor fellow's face as charitable people 
raised his head from the kennel. It suggested the 
idea of at least a quarter of a century's soddening in 
alcohol. The hair, beard, and eyebrows, that, had 
they known the bleaching eSects of soap and water, 
would have been white, were of a clayey-yellow, while 
all deflnition of feature was lost in a bloated covering 
of red, unwholesome flesh, unpleasant to look at. 
There was no doctor near, naturally no policeman. 
Soon it was discovered by experts in such matters 
that the poor wretch was * only drunk,* and people 
began, the first shock over; to grow facetious about 
the matter; some even looking on with envy at a 
man whose luck had enabled him to get comfortably 
* screwed ' so early in the day. 

'' I tipped a couple of his companions, telling them 
to do anything they could for their friend, and was 
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then proceeding on my way, when the unhappy creatnre 
opened his eyes, and his first glance enconntered my own 
as I stood there looking down pityingly towards him. 
** With a loud cry he struggled to his feet, and then, 
to the delight and renewed interest of the mob, at 
seeing a respectably-dressed and quiet person like 
myself so accosted, he rushed towards me, and, seizing 
one of my arms with both his hands, exclaimed : ' Save 
me, Alfred Bertram ; I am what used to be Percy 
Vemeide !' 

" Again he fell ; but this time in a fit. On the 
distorted face there had come a look reminding me of 
the well-remembered friend of so many years back, 
restored to me thus horribly. For a few moments I 
was too much bewildered to take any decided step. 

'' I will spare you a description of our escape 
from the crowd, together with the indignant horror of 
my landlady at the desecration of her ' apartments.' 
When the poor old boy was lifted out from a four- 
wheeler at her doorway ; she remarked that her 
house was not a Police Station nor a ' St. George's 
Hospitals.' Money settled the Hecate's scruples at 
what she considered the profanation of her abode ; as 
it would have done had I brought home a dangerous 
lunatic or a live alligator. Dead to all ideas of charity, 
she would have damned herself, even have risked a 
chance of death itself, with the hastening of such con- 
tingency, for the sake of her favourite lucre, to hoard, 
to handle lovingly, to gloat over in her old age, which 
the servile fawning habitual to her rendered hideous. 

e2 
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Not however for a thousand landladies would I have 
lost sight of Percy for a moment. 

** By degrees, with much care and constant watch- 
ing, he became more like a human being. For 
some time we had to continue giving him a daily 
allowance of drink perfectly appalling to sober people, 
so as to prevent the reaction of his new life being too 
sudden after those long habits of excess. On his be- 
coming more enforcedly abstemious, we found that with 
recollection of the past came, as is not unusual, that 
weakening of intellectual power which results on the 
inability of the mind to bear its burden of sorrow 
without such temporary alleviation as the forgetfulness 
which intoxication gives. This had to be replaced by 
strong narcotics occasionally administered. Slowly 
— a little at a time — I learnt the details of the cruel 
blight vthat had thus overshadowed the promises of 
his early life. During the years I had known him 
he had been abstemious to a degree which had even 
made him remarkable at our Mess gatherings ; but 
sorrow and trial of no common extent had induced 
a habit utterly foreign to his original nature. The 
romantic passion, before alluded to, for the one 
woman his heart craved for, had unsettled his mind, 
and leading him by degrees to a state of despondency 
ahnost amounting to monomania, had in part prepared 
him for helpless submission to the evil influence to 
which he was about to succumb. 

** It appeared that one night, after having dined 
with some other men, he went with them to lounge 



THE STORY I HEARD AT TANGIERS. 58 

through an hour or two at one of the London dancing 
saloons. It was there, amidst its overdressed and 
paint-hedaubed habituees (a never-forgotten valse air 
Boonding from the orchestra), amidst the dust and 
fool atmosphere and laughter on all sides, that he 
and the woman he had never forgotten found them- 
selves face to face. He had raised her in his wild 
infatuation to an ideal of perfection and purity above 
that of all other womankind, and her appearance, from 
its contrast to those surroimding her, might still have 
almost justified the delusion. The agony he told me 
which he experienced at that moment was weUnigh 
maddening. 

" Her calm, refined style of beauty was still the 
same ; and her look of child-like purity made her in 
his infatuated mind to resemble a lovely reri con- 
demned to be present unwillingly at the saturnalia of 
a witch's Sabbath. Even in that pitch of degra- 
dation his love still clung to her. Taking it for 
granted in his unbounded devotion that such gentle 
looks, a face bearing such an imprint of child-like 



purity, could only reflect mental beauties of an equally 
high order in their possessor, he was still prepared 
to worship blindly at the feet of his divinity. Her 
bodily desecration aroused more pity than blame in his 
own guileless mind. His was a nature capable of 
the unreasoning dog-like devotion which, heedless of 
everything but its own all-believing love, is utterly un- 
conscious of any feeling of sacrifice when linking itself 
to those against whom the world has pronounced 
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sentence of outlawry. To rescne her from the golf 
of sin and shame, to shelter her through life from the 
taunts of others and her own remorse, became his 
sole feeling beyond that of his love. Taking a house 
for her in a remote suburb, he surrounded her with 
all the comfort and the care his affection could devise. 

** The woman's gratitude seemed so heartfelt, her 
longing, as she told him, for a ^ calmer, purer 
existence,' was so touchingly expressed, that he 
forgot everything but his life-long love and hope for 
the future. She told him (with what truth Heaven 
knows) that on their first meeting at Brighton, she 
had felt her heart drawn towards him; that the 
impression caused by that meeting had never left her 
mind, and how she had yearned for his love, * now, 
alas, coming too late,' that would have saved her 
from that infamous career, had not a stem ' fatality ' 
supervened. 

^' She was a governess at the time of our first 
observing her, and accounted for Percy's failure in his 
researches, by the fact of one of the children under her 
charge being taken dangerously ill the very day after 
he had seen her, requiring her constant attendance, 
and preventing her leaving the house even for the 
usual walk she was allowed to take by her severe 
employers. To escape from the thraldom of the life 
she led, of constant slights and tyranny that was fast 
becoming unendurable, she allowed herself to believe 
in promises of marriage made to her by a gentleman 
who visited at the house, and she had gone off with him 



THE ST0R7 I HEARD AT TANOIERS, 55 

to London, where he had, after a time, deserted and 
left her, without any resources, exposed to the tempta- 
tions of the many who were attracted by her beauty. 

*' In vain had she tried to live honourably ; seeking 
employment even as a shopwoman (anything, in short, 
however humble, so that it was also ' honest ') ; but 
everywhere the same 'feitality* seemed to pursue 
her. In short, it was the old plausible story of 
struggles and their so very general ending, with * virtue* 
and good intentions such as hers ; all this her dupe 
believed. The indefeasible hold she had at once taken 
on his poor loving heart made him blind to everything 
but her beauty and his own untutored belief that, 
deserving her love, she would therefore love him. 
Dear innocent fellow ! he also counted on her * grati- 
tude * to keep faithful to him, ignoring in his inex- 
perience of woman's nature the fact that, although she 
may love a man who is kind and lavishly generous to 
her (periiaps even in spite of it), yet no man's 
kindness ever, in the first instance, called forth a 
woman's love, or afterwards fixed it. 

" Some of her letters written to him at that time — 
all tattered and soiled from long hoarding — are in my 
possession. They give a curious inkling of the first 
measures the woman took to cast, through the aid of 
spurious sentimentalities, a fast-binding web around 
her future prey. 

" She begs him to leave her — to let her * go in 
peace.' * I will quit London,' she says ; * after the 
emotions of the last few days I can no longer breathe 
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here ; I feel so worn and tired amidst all the turmoil 
and movement around me. I would go alone, — Oh ! 
Percy, darling, help me to be strong, — I would go to 
live in some quiet little secluded bay, where, among 
the cottages of honest fishermen and their families, I 
could, watching their lives, try to be as good and honest 
as they. Then, Percy, I could venture to think of 
you — regretfully, but resignedly; perhaps I might 
even succeed in escaping from that terrible fatality 
which through life has pursued and borne me down to 
the ground. I would never trouble you again, unless 
it were now and then with a line of gratitude for your 
helping, regeneratiug influence.* And so they go 
on, and every word was believed as Gospel by their 
unhappy recipient. She led him on by skilful angling, 
and then landed him ; like others who are keen on 
any sport, losing all interest as soon as the game is 
won. The victim, that looked a bright, enticing object 
while in the enjoyment of liberty, lying snared or dead, 
becomes unworthy of a thought. 

** It ended by Percy making her his wife. Alone in 
the world, he argued, there was no one who had the 
right to interfere with any views he might have for 
securing his own happiness, while he was utterly 
unconscious of a sense of sacrifice in uniting himself 
indissolubly with one whose antecedents were such as 
that woman's, and whose love he only took for granted 
as being the natural requital of his own. 

" They went to America ; and for a time his wife — he 
has still every reason to suppose — was faithful to him^ 
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and exerted herself with a lazy effort to render him 
satisfied with the step he had taken, using her 
fascinations to increase her inflnence over his mind ; 
in other words, she did not at first know the full 
extent of her power, and therefore retained some 
small feeling of respect for her husband. 

''By degrees the entire management of money 
matters (his fortune was at his own disposal) passed 
into her hands. She took to going about New York, 
with men acquaintances picked up at the hotel they 
lived at, slighting every remonstrance on his part, 
and eventually he ended by becoming not only a cipher 
in his home, but also little better than a servant or 
slave. 

'' On her line of conduct beginning to be thus glar- 
ingly at variance with the matronly roU at first assumed, 
even his suspicions became aroused. He had not 
sufficient strength of mind to examine into the truth or 
falseness of his fancies, and in order to deaden the 
feelings of distrust preying on him, he had gradually 
fiEdlen into habits of intemperance, which she lost no 
opportunity of encouraging. 

"His wife now 'began to receive frequent letters 
with the London post-mark, and in her conversation 
to show that her mind still hankered after the old 
haunts of amusement. At last, announcing her in- 
tention of returning to England, Percy ventured some 
remonstrances. A scene of violence resulted that 
frightened away the remnant of sense-intoxicating 
drink, and his lasting infatuation for the beautiful 
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demon had left in his brain, driving him still farther 
to seek forgetfalness among the pleasant beverages of 
the hotel bar^ or even the vile alcohols of some low 
* groggery/ 

*' He conld well remember the contemptuous looks 
and sneers of his fellow-drinkers at the hotel bar, 
though at the time not understanding the full 
purport of the slighting remarks he at times over- 
heard, but which he was too much cowed from habitual 
bullying to take notice of* Soon he became as one 
who had never known a manly impulse or cared for 
the respect of his fellow-men; and this from no 
natural cowardice^ but merely from an utter in- 
difference to any one's thoughts, words, or feelings, 
beyond those of his self-imposed tyrant. Had he 
felt that her name was joined in the obloquy cast 
Bpon him he would, arousing from his lethargy, 
have encountered any odds in vindicating her claim 
to every perfectability. Often when sitting alone in 
a state of maudlin miseiy, his wife away seeking 
amusements of which he knew nothing, the poor 
faithful fool would take pleasure in rehearsing in his 
mind imaginary conyersations with her which always 
ended in promises of amendment on her part. He 
would find himself wishing for some horrible adven- 
ture which they might together encounter, when she 
should be saved from peril by his man's strength, or 
failing that, they might die together. 

*' It was settled, without further remonstrance on 
Percy's part, that they should leave America to return 
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to Sngland, where they arriyed in the early spring 
time. A house was taken in London and famished 
with lavish profusion, in a street leading from one of 
the best squares. The nominal master's domain in it 
consisted of only two small rooms in the attics ; and 
these ended by becoming almost his permanent 
prison. 

" Thus deeper and deeper he sank in degradation, 
eyen to a pitch that would appear almost impossible 
in the extent of its abasement. Never seeing his wife 
unless his signature was necessary to complete some 
legal documents, the nature of which he«. dared not 
ask, snubbed by the servants, being even sent off at 
times in a cab with notes when no other messenger 
could be found, dressed almost in rags, and sufficiently 
supplied with nothing but brandy, which he now be- 
lieves to have been drugged, he became reduced to a 
state alternating between delirium tremens and stolid 
despair. 

** At night he would hear in the house loud sounds 
of music and laughter, and the smell of the revellers' 
cigar-smoke as it arose to his garret, brought still 
more vividly before him the scenes going on below. 
Then he would try and nerve himself to a mighty effort, 
to appear in the midst of those men and women 
who were desecrating his house by their pleasures, 
and bidding them carry out their shameless orgies 
elsewhere, drive them from beneath his roof, which 
should no longer shelter disgrace of so deep a dye. 
But the shaft of tyranny had pierced too deeply, the 
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meshes surrounding him were too inextricably woven ; 
and that momentary flickering spark of manhood 
would quickly disappear in the darkness, in which his 
drugged intellect was involved. The antidote of drink 
was always at hand to quench any temporary healthy 
glow, and matters were allowed to run their course. 

" The old cry of the weary in spirit, * too late, too 
late,' arose from his low trampled, hopeless and long 
suffering heart. 

"At last — after five years of this existence — his 
wife died somewhat suddenly from an internal com- 
plaint. This to any other would have been a relief, 
and brought hopes of sunshine to succeed on such 
hideous darkness. 

" Having disregarded the warnings which indicated 
the existence of the malady, its clutch was the more 
surely fatal, and the woman's death-bed was a 
scene of fearftd bodily anguish. Then, poor fellow, 
creeping softly from his attic, he would sit watching 
by the unhappy creature whom every one else deserted 
in her misery, bestowing such small alleviations as 
were possible. 

" It is indeed 

* ... a stem and a terrible thing to think, 
How often humanity stands on the brink 
Of its grave without any misgiving.' 

" The very night before the disorder showed in its 
full force, she had appeared at the opera in one of the 
best boxes of the grand tier. Noticed by every one — 
either openly or by skilful manoeuvring of their glasses — 
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faultlessly dressed, visited between each act by many of 
the * best' men among the highest flight, her position 
as a fixed planet in the London system had never met 
with more decided recognition. She returned home 
beaming with pride, and it was while thinking over her 
splendid triumph and questionable fame, that the blow 
fell — her last moment of happiness was then irre- 
vocably past. Only a few hours — the diamonds and 
the very dress she had worn the evening before 
stolen by her maid; the ripe beauty, her once still 
more priceless ornament, distorted by disease; nothing 
remained but the coming terror of death amidst 
tortures preceding the cherished world's oblivion. She 
saw all this announced in the expression of half pity, 
half indifference, on the first few faces that came near 
her bedside. • 

" The house was pillaged under Percy's very eye by 
the servants, deserted by its former frequenters, and no 
one but himself gave a thought to the human being 
lying there in torture, and awaiting Death's final 
swoop. At times the dying woman, in a paroxysm 
of delirium, would curse her husband in terms of 
firightful blasphemy. Once, only once, just before 
her last moment, there came a softened expression 
over the so recently beautiful face. Her eyes 
moistening with the first tears he had ever seen 
in them, she looked at him as though about to speak 
kindly, and with that look still lingering on her face 
she died. 

'* Strange to say, the shock he then received, in place 
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of paralyzing still farther his faculties, gave him a sort 
of feverish strength, which enabled him to make the 
necessary arrangements for his wife's funeral^ and for 
the sale of everything the house contained, previous to 
forsaking for ever a scene of so much unhappiness 
and shame. 

^' It was not till on looking through his papers (partly 
in the hope of discovering some treasured relic of the 
past which might encourage his hope that she had 
once loved him, partly to enable him to find out the 
state in which she had left the financial arrangements 
confided to her care) that he discovered she had, since 
returning to England, resumed her name of Sylvia 
Fay, and with it her old abandonments to vice. 

" He discovered his fortune to have been entirely 
dissipated — not ^ wreck remaining. The house 
expenses appeared to have been paid for some 
time by various contributors to her extravagance, 
whose letters he found in her writing-table. A small 
balance was left, after the few outstanding debts 
were paid ; and that, although utterly without other 
resource, he sent anonymously to the funds of a 
charity. 

" The old half-prophecy made as to his turning out 
badly, had indeed been verified ; but surely his was a 
form of reflected * badness,' poor fellow, for which in 
no human judgment he could be held responsible. 

^' Starting in life, as might be inferred from his ap- 
parent advantages, with every chance of reaching an 
honoured old age, the pathway seeming to lay straight 
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and broad at his feet, no one, I thjnk ever suffered a 
more fatal blight. Who can h^p moralising a little on 
seeing what fate sometimes holds in store to mar a 
youth full of promise, in which are combined many 
of the best of human traits with the adventitious 
aid of good social position, competence, and good 
looks, the only drawback being over susceptibility of 
feeling? 

** Not knowing where I was to be found, and with- 
out the heart to inquire, he fell to the lowest grade of 
poverty, literally at last begging about the streets, and 
with only a covering of foul rags to protect him from 
heat or cold. It was to the assistance of one nearly 
as wretched as himself that he owed the means of 
earning a wretched daily pittance, by carrying post 
bills through the London streets, as he was doing the 
day I found him. 

'* With a dole of two shillings a day from his em- 
ployers, existence was dragged on for nearly a year. 
Sleeping with a dozen other men in the common room 
of a low lodging-house, for which he paid two shillings 
a week, living chiefly on stale herrings, with oc- 
casionally, as a treat, some ' cuttings ' from a cook- 
shop, he walked wearily through the London desert, 
so arid of sympathy to those whose distress is not 
theatrical. 

** With the sun and dust scorching his brain and 
blinding his enfeebled eyes, he shifted on slowly, 
dreamily, soddened and helpless. The rain beating in 
his f&ce and rattling against his burden of boards. 
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cursed at by cab drivers for getting in the way, jeered 
at by even the outcast street urchins, the mud of the 
road becoming his native element, and forgetful of the 
old days of refinement, he wandered over the same 
spots where he had once taken a higl^ place when 
basking in the sunshine among the best. 

" It sometimes happened that the district forming 
his beat was from Piccadilly to Kensington, and here 
he would see among the well-dressed loungers familiar 
faces of the olden time. But no domino could form a 
more complete disguise than that which had been 
forced upon poor Percy. The more glaring the 
tabard, the less likely that any one should be 
attracted by the features of its wearer. He 
found many others among that tattered rank and file, 
who like himself had left the smooth causeway for the 
mud of the street, and under circumstances of every 
variety of sorrow and improvidence. They looked at 
the old life over their fortification of boards with 
different feelings, some with calm philosophy, others 
wishing to see wrecks as dismal as their own over- 
whelm the bright butterflies brought out by summer 
sunshine who dazzle painfully those less fortunate 
beings whose career is confined to the dark shadows 
and damp corners of London life. 

m 

"Anything to be picked up at night, by hanging 
about beer-houses as a sort of cabman's dependent, 
the wretched fellow devoted to procuring drink in its 
cheapest and worst form. Only one day in each 
week had he sufficient control over himself to remain 
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sober ; and then, making as decent an appearance as 
his means allowed, he would go to the cemetery where 
his wife lay boried, and pass the long hours seated 
near her grave. 

" I can picture to myself that weary, rag-covered 
form grovelling by the mound, beneath which lies the 
dust of what was once a beautifal and sinful woman. 
Of all the varied forms of human misery, where is 
there one of which the utter depth of desolation could 
be more tragically exemplified ? 

" I have done all I can for the poor fellow, seeking 
out the best medical assistance ; but from the wreck 
of mind and body there are not left sufficient vestiges 
for the best of doctors to weld into even a poor sem- 
blance of the poor old boy's former self. 

" Here ends my story," Bertram said. " Its moral 
is to be found in that room where my friend lies dying. 
I would give a year of my existence that Percy Vemeide 
and I might know a return of the old, cheery days 
together; but it is not to be. History may some- 
times repeat itself, but the happiness in human lives — 

never!" 

****** 

We exchanged " good night," and a very few days 
afterwards I left Tangiers, not sorry to escape from 
its dreariness, although only the duU routine of regi- 
mental duties awaited me. 

Not long after my return to Gibraltar I attended a 
fimeral to the graveyard on the North Front. It was 
that of Percy Vemeide. His body had been brought 

F 



66 SORTIES FROM "GIB.'' 

across from Tangiers, where he died, and was carried 
to the grave by the crew of Bertram's yacht. 

There was something inexpressibly touching in the 
sight of that small, sad procession as it wended 
slowly onward from the landing-place beneath a blaze 
of autumn sunlight. It was rendered additionally 
impressive by the absence of all home associations in 
the scene, except those suggested by the honest, 
sunburnt, Saxon faces of the sailors and the neatness 
of their snowy white attire. 

Bertram and I lingered in the cemetery after the 
solenm rite was completed. Standing by the side of 
the grave we listened sadly to the dull thud of earth 
falling on the coflSn, and to vivid echoes carrying 
those dreary sounds up the Bock's steep front which 
loomed stem and grey above us. A deep and op- 
pressive silence followed. 

Suddenly we heard the band of one of the regi- 
ments as, marching out of the Fortress across the 
drawbridges, it burst into a clash of cheerful melody. 

Singularly enough those joyous strains did not 
appear to jar upon our highly-wrought feelings. 
The sounds, softened by distance, came soothingly to 
the ear. When thus wafted sweetly through the clear 
morning air, caught up in their turn by the echoes, 
they even seemed, in our fancy, to convey gentle 
promises of hope and forgiveness. 
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LOVERS AND THE PHOTOGRAPHER. 



I. 

*' EuBOPE is the finest part of the world, Spain the 
finest part of Europe, Andalncia the finest proTince of 
Spain, and TarifiA the finest town of Andalucia." 

"While the Fonda del Cid is the finesthotel in Tari& 
town — ^is it not, senor ? " I politely added. It was mine 
host Senor Gallardo Gastilla, one of the smallest, most 
dignified, and patronisingly courteous of Spaniards, 
who thus spoke, and I was a sojourner heneath his roof- 
tree. Daring the first week of my staythe old gentleman 
had contented himself with conscientiously hestowing 
on me the pity — as I once overheard him inform a fat 
priest who was rarely out of the fonda — which he con- 
sidered due to every human heing "not one of 
nosotros" — ^that is, Spanish by breediag and birth. 
Subsequently to that period, the amiability with 
which I allowed overcharges to be made in the 
weekly bill caused a certain amount of goodwill 
to mingle with his benignity, and he took at last 
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to " bntton-holing " the " stranger within his 
gates." 

To myself Don GtJIardo was an interesting study. 
I never wearied of seeing him solemnly mooning 
about the old Moorish house, with the air of important 
mystery a raven might put on to cloke his knowledge 
of a hidden bone of which even the house-dog is 
ignorant. He was never seen even at meal-times 
without his " pork-pie " hat, and an old threadbare 
brown cloth cloak he equally affectionated. One comer 
of the cape of the wonderful garment was always so 
arranged over his left shoulder as to display a small 
portion of its greasy maroon-coloured cotton velvet 
lining. This costume — ^naturally associated in an Eng- 
lish mind with taking " walks abroad " — always sug- 
gested to me the idea that he must also have 
somewhere a carpet-bag ready packed for travelling 
purposes, in case the Madrid Government ' should 
suddenly find they needed the services of so clever a 
fellow as Don Gallardo GastiUa evidently considered 
himself. 

After the careful composition and slow consumption 
of cigarettes, mine host's chief hobby was account- 
keeping. He would sit for hours in an inspired attitude 
at a rickety old table in one of the corridors, composing 
what must have been imaginary bills for imaginary 
boarders, which he wrote on a sort of sand-paper. 
I had some experience of their texture, specimens of 
his art being periodically presented to me. The little 
man's chief aversion was evidently soap and water. 
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My having asked for a bath on arriying at the 
fonda (" And that, Dies mio, in the month of 
October! when it is well known that people never 
dream of washing their bodies !'*), will, I feel con- 
vinced, be always his favourite good story h propos of 
heretics and their eccentricities. 

The chief point in his favour was that he possessed 
two handsome daughters, Ana and Pepa, whom, by- 
the-bye, he carefully locked into their room at night, 
with much noise of key-turning — I think on account 
of there being a Protestant in his house. 

Murray, although recognising some merits in 
Tarifa, does not indorse Don Gallardo's vaunt, as 
above recorded, of its pre-eminence over all other 
Andalucian towns ; but the bliss of ignorance relative 
to other places seemed to keep the 12,000 inhabitants 
with which he credits it, and certainly those among 
them with whom I became acquainted^ in a state of 
apparently great content. 

The Spaniard puts us all to shame in his love 
for home 'and its surroundings. The home of penury, 
and perhaps half starvation, situated maybe on a 
rocky deserted coast, or in the midst of an arid 
sandy plain, is as much yearned after in absence as 
if it were the dwelling of comfort or luxury. Even 
Uie soldier in the ranks keeps himself sober, and 
makes small savings, as he looks fbrward to the time 
when — his term of service expired — he can leave even 
the pleasant quarters of Seville or Barcelona. Girding 
on the hempen sandal, he cheerfully prepares to walk 
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over the hnndred miles or more which perchance may 
separate him from the spot of his birth. The money 
saved by the avoidance of even the cheap third-class 
carriages increases the offering he takes to those 
dwelling in the mde home his simple nature so 
warmly loves. 

A traveller in Spain, as elsewhere, requires more 
than his weather-beaten aspect to appeal to people's 
sympathies, and to enable him to make acquaintances. 
On the occasion when I handed myself over to the 
tender mercies of the Fonda del Cid and its pro- 
prietor, besides being as nsual accompanied by my 
clever poodle and constant companion, "Talma," I 
had also provided myself with a complete photograph- 
ing apparatus. Thus possessed of the means of 
appealing to the Spamards' weakness for cheap bargains 
and inexpensive amusements, in the shape of '' free 
gratis " portraits and the performances of the dog, I 
hoped to succeed in overcoming the national aversion 
to foreign sight-seers. 

A photographer has the advantage of b^ing made 
the confidant of many interesting peculiarities. Un- 
known as photography was in King Solomon's court, 
as far as we are aware, that monarch, whatever his 
other experience on the subject of human vanity, 
knew not half as much of its many ramifications as 
does the humblest dabbler in the "black art." I 
soon found that at Tarifa the amiable failing was 
as rife as elsewhere. The cry of Aladdin's enemy 
the magician, "New lamps for old!" was not 
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more attractiye than the qtdckly-spread rnmonr 
of my haying come with a disinterested desire to 
photograph the most pleasing features, both of the 
town and its inhabitants, and distribute presentation 
copies all round. After a little suspicion had worn 
off the minds of the populace that it was out of the 
question that any one could be found so weak- 
minded as to take trouble and make presents without 
some dark ulterior motive, the bait took to an un- 
hoped-for extent, and my studio at the fonda was 
besieged by visitors. No longer did the landlord's 
fur daughters fly at my approach, nor did the emptying 
my india-rubber travelling bath attract the crowd of 
spectators that at first cast suspicious glances at that 
heretical appendage to a traveller's baggage. The 
poodle dog danced to an admiring audience, of which 
the fiEit priest formed one, and my advances towards 
sociability began to be met in a more trusting spirit;. 

The photographic bait proved especially taking, both 
young and old rising to it with much avidity. 

My appearance in the streets became a signal for 
every one to take up a position and remain as motion- 
less as waxwork — looking just as unnatural — as I was 
always supposed to be occupied in my art. Even at 
Sunday Mass in the cathedral, if I ventured to enter the 
edifice, whose sacred character could not exclude the 
demon of vanity, there was an evident inclination to 
pray and to bless in the strained and impossible 
postures photography alone has the misfortune to 
elicit. 
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One morning Don Gallardo himself annonnced a 
visitor requiring audience, ^' one of the most honourable 
caballeros of the city ;" and upon receiving permission, 
he introduced a specimen of male humanity on a still 
smaller scale than himself. This visitor was a youth 
of some twenty-one or two years of age, who seemed 
to consider as suitable to the occasion that he should 
seek to hide the naturally unpleasant expression of 
his face beneath a thin veneer of smiles intended no 
doubt to be ingratiating in the extreme. Large eyes 
and ears, small feet, and boundless swagger, together 
with excessive ugliness, were the characteristics which 
struck me as principally distinguishing this youthful 
" cavalier." 

After the first formalities had been successfully 
surmounted, he re-draped himself majestically in the 
folds of a long cloak. Then striking an attitude with 
one hand on his hip, so as to make the drapery hang 
9waggeringly, at the same time showing a set of 
shockingly decayed teeth, the young man commenced 
his errand thus : 

" You behold in me, Senor Caballero, one of the 
humblest of your slaves. The reputation of your 
transcendent talent is the talk of our city; and I, Don 
Bamon Talles da Gama, whose house in the GaUe 
Santa Marta is henceforth yours, come to bid you 
welcome to Tarifa." 

An Englishman does not, as a rule, incline favour- 
ably to this sort of commencement. He will, in most 
cases, allow a verdict of ill-breeding to be passed on 
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him by default, rather than make an effort to follow 
suit in polite lies. My surly remark about the 
weather in reply, coupled with an offer of tobacco, 
evidently aroused the provincial exquisite's contempt, 
and settled comfortably his consciousness of supe- 
riority, if any doubt could ever have arisen on the 
subject in his mighty mind. 

As my own remarks on this occasion were singu- 
larly feeble, and entirely wanting in originality, I shall 
merely confine myself to giving a risumi of those with 
which Don Bamon favoured me. 

" I come, senor mio," continued the artless youth, 
"mth aU frankness to offer yon the friendship of a 
young man with much heart ; to say also how melo- 
diously the name of Englishman sounds in Andalucian 
ears. Nombre de Dios ! I am a student of history, 
and can give good reasons for what I assert. You 
may not perhaps be aware, sir, that when Spanish 
valour arrested Napoleon in his colossal career, 
several regiments of your English soldiers came over 
to fight by our side : you had a share in our glory ; 
should you not therefore have a share in our 
friendship ?" 

For a moment I experienced an inclination to 
request this rightly-informed candidate for my friend- 
ship to carry his braggadocio elsewhere. Feeling, how- 
ever, my inability to translate into choice Gastilian the 
words suggesting themselves as most applicable to 
the occasion, I continued to listen inanely. 

** Yon have yet another claim upon my considera- 
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tion," the little wretch drivelled on ; " for I feel that 
you must be that Don Edouardo of whom my couain 
at Granada has transmitted the fame to ns here, 
whose loYO for the brave bnlls and beautiftd damsels 
of Andalncia — ^botb celebrated throughout the universe, 
and unsurpassable — aroused such enthusiasm in the 
Yega. At once I felt sympathy with an Englishman 
of such noble and intellectual tastes. What happi- 
ness if we could find bull fights to amuse you in 
Tarifia ! Our magnificent Plaza " (no such thing 
exists in the town) '' is now closed ; but our maidens, 
the Tarifenas ! ah ! che cosa preciosa ! what marvels 
of loveliness, of grace, of wit and passion ! Of all 
these the most charming loves your servant who 
now addresses you. Daughter of my soul and eyes, 
my Manuelita, did you but behold her— Vaya ! how 
your eyes would expand with wonder ! Did you but 
see her as she smiles on me, her betrothed, how you 
would envy my fate and bless her beauty! Who 
knows that you might not even politely offer to 
take her portrait, and with noble generosity present 
it to me ! By a strange coincidence, the mother of 
this enchanting creature, the Senora Dona Gostanza 
Peligri, a widow lady of high honour, who keeps the 
guanteria del gato de oro" (the glove-shop of the 
golden cat), ''will this evening hold a tertulia at her 
house : might I be permitted the happiness of pre- 
senting there my illustrious Mend ? Yes ? Que feli- 
cidad I what joy there will be at the glove-shop ! Till 
that moment may God attend you, senorito ! Adios ! " 
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** let the cat ont of the bag/' Don Bamon 
evidently a little anxions to get himself ont of the 
roomy and ont of the way of my dog. That sagaeions 
beast had soliloqnised dnring the whole time of the 
Tisit in 80 menacing a manner, that the descendant of 
the Talorons Spaniards who stopped Napoleon in his 
career had felt some xmeasiness as to the safety ai his 
smaQ ankles. 

No sooner was the coast clear than my landlord's 
two dan^ters burst into the room, and making no 
gecret of having listened at the door, commenced an 
excited duo in disparagement of the departed don. 

** Borneo (ass) ! for man he will never be ! " 

'' A gitano wonld have more decency •'' 

''So conceited a bmte, who thinks that nothing 
eonld be passed contraband into Paradise without hia 
knowing aU about it." 

'' Ay de mi ! unhappy man ! " 

^To come and tell the Senor Ingles too, thai 
Mannela could be capable of loving him I Poor 
child!" 

''Ah that I could have my way when that old 
Gostanza should be in purgatory, once she gets de- 
posited there ! However, surely no saint will intercede 
for an old cat that sells a daughter such as hers to a 
hoiTor like the Senor Bamon ; no old Jewess or she* 
Moor could commit sin more mortal ! " 

"And the poor lieutenant of Guardias CSiviles, 
Felipe Gomez, now downstairs, locked up lest there 
ihould be bloodshed — a youth so handsome one could 
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eat him, and who is dying of real love for the darling, 
who dotes on him in return : their hearts like phos- 
phorus matches, and their faces as lovely as magnolia 
blossoms ! '' 

Thus alternately Ana and Pepa, till by degrees 
an innocent plot was developed in which I found 
myself cast for the part of chief conspirator. Manuela, 
it seems, loved the lieutenant of Civil Guards ; her 
mamma loved only money, being hated also by every 
one, the family of the fonda particularly. Don Bamon 
loved nothing but himself and his income ; while I, 
-7 who had been selected, " because every one loved 
me,** to do a good turn for the lovers — ^was much 
coaxed and praised by the two sympathising damsels 
owing to my loudly expressed reprobation of hearts 
sacrificed to Moloch by mercenary mothers. 

The unhappy son of Mars, being under orders to 
march with his company on change of quarters to 
Antiquera, and wishing for a souvenir of his fair 
Tarifena, had in a roundabout manner procured me 
the honour of his rival's visit. The Dona Costanza 
had been persuaded by her daughter to send the future 
son-in-law of her selection, in order to sound me on 
the subject of placing my art at the disposal of the 
glove-shop ; while the landlord's daughters were 
accredited on a private embassy to arrange that 
the portrait of their Manuelita, as they fondly called 
her, if taken, should be handed over to the departing 
subaltern. 

By way of working still further on my feelings, the 
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young officer himself was brought in, supported on 
either side by his fair adherents, and made to recite 
the tale of his Ioto to an accompaniment of their 
sympathetic sobs and exclamations. He was such 
a handsome, well-built young fellow, that I ceased to 
wonder at the interest his case excited. The two girls 
treated him as a poor invalid, or as a doctor showing 
off an interesting case might exhibit a patient — ^petting 
him with a degree of zeal that led me to suspect lovers 
are less plentiful at Tarifa than oranges. It must have 
been rather pleasant, and I must here say that, con- 
sidering the amount of all sorts of combustible matter 
spread about the world, I am always as much astonished 
that more people do not fall in love as I am that more 
houses do not take fire. 



n. 

At about 8 p.m. sounds of vocal skirmishing in the 
passages announced the arrival of Don Bamon. He 
made his bow upon entering the room with an air of 
having been worsted in some encounter. This slight 
ruffling, however, soon passed off; and while waiting 
till I was ready to accompany him, this engaging 
youth beguiled the time by his remarks. 

" We hear curious stories of your English customs 
and ideas, caballero," he began ; " many of them, no 
doubt, nonsense and mere inventions. Can it be true 
that in the North, to be a fine man it is necessary to 
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be large-limbed and of considerable height ? Here in 
Andalacia an entirely different type of perfection is 
the ideal of oar ladies. For example, myself ; I am 
considered one of the best specimens of this country's 
manhood. I am very vigorous, brave, and fall of 
health ; while my accomplishments are proverbial all 
the country round. As for singing a seguidilla, 
touching the guitar, or passing with easy and graeefdl 
effect beneath a balcony, I have no equaL I am no 
giant, Don Edouardo. Heaven forbid ! My ManueUta, 
who is as timid as one of the sea-birds down on the 
beach, would be afraid of me if I were like all you 
moBs;ou8 EBglishiaen. For instance, you are far too 
tall yourself, and but that you go this evening in my 
company, the darling would be terrified : however, do 
not fear ; with me to back you up, your success in 
society is certain.*' 

While this feeble rivulet of swagger was gurgling 
in my ears I bound myself by many an inward oath 
to devote my time^ my chemicals, my poodle dog, 
and every power I could conmiand to circumvent 
Don Bamon in his plans of happiness for him- 
self, and what seemed the reverse for every one else 
concerned. However, as he only talked of Manuela's 
love for himself, never alluding to any corresponding 
attachment on his own part, perhaps, after all, her 
loss would not prove such an efficacious lesson as I 
wished in the way of inducing more modest aspirations 
on his part. 

The salon of the guanteria was large and roomy. 
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and when we aniTed it was already well filled. The 
attraction of an English barbarian as ''lion" had 
evidently drawn together the fall complement of 
Senora Costanza's visiting list. Oar hostess, a hand- 
some woman with a fine black moustache (snch a 
growth as I never hope to obtain), went through 
the compliments de rigueur with a conscientiousness 
worthy of a Gastilian book of etiquette, and with the 
self-possession which seems the privilege of every 
nationality save our own. The proper forms com- 
pleted, I was handed over to the '' leading lady " for 
the purpose of being drawn out and having my weak 
points exhibited for the general improvement. 

My tormentor was a married sister firom Pampelona, 
who, mth two rather plain-looking daughters, was on 
a visit at the glove-shop, and was evidently — that 
rarest of bores in Spain— a strong-minded woman. 
Betokening this mental strength, she wore a showy 
ioiitation of a French bonnet as a crown of superiority, 
and bore a dirty grey parasol in her hand, not only 
by way of sceptre, but also as a protect against all 
old-£ashioned prejudices as displayed in favour of 
mantillas and fans by the remaining portion of the 
lady guests. I was called upon to favour the com- 
pany with my impressions of Spain ; and the bonnet 
nodded approval as I enlarged on the country's well- 
known superiority to all others. 

*' Ah ! what a fine climate, senora," I said; ''what 
lovely women, what bright sunshine, what glorious 
fruits, lovely flowers, and delicious wines ! " 

a 
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These remarks drew forth a perfect choms of 
A — ^ye ! — ^ye ! from every one in tones of the high- 
est approbation. So^ warming with my subject^ and 
encouraged by feeling that I had with me the sym- 
pathies of my audience, I continued : 

'' Everything here is beautiful and enjoyable! 
There is to be sure one small — ^very small drawback — 
the merest trifle — ^which, however, I may be permitted 
CO mention. I must own that I find the fleas and 
other insects at times a little troublesome, especially 
when travelling. In fact, they unfortunately exist 
even in this paradise of TarifiA ! Even in the Fonda 
delCid!" 

With a wave of her sceptre, and a commanding 
glance around, to ascertain that all the interest was 
centred on herself the gentle creature replied in 
pitying accents: ''It is always thus with you strangers! 
You will none of you learn from the experience of 
others who are better informed than yourselves. You 
lack modesty! Why, sir, here are myself and my 
two young daughters who have just accomplished the 
journey from our beautiful city of Pampelona, and do 
you suppose that we have sufiered on the way from 
such small annoyances as you mention? Never! 
And why ? Simply because we had the good sense 
never to take off more than our upper clothes during 
aU the five days our fatiguing jonmey lasted. Re- 
member this, senor, all your life ; thus you will be 
safe ! " 

This plan, the wisdom of which did not at first strike 
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me I afterwards found to be a pretty generally resorted 
to preyentatiye throoghont the country. 

My cross-examination was about to be resumed, 
when Don Bamon, who felt himself injured at having 
been left so long unnoticed, suddenly arose. Hold- 
ing the hand of Manuela, he advanced towards 
me ; making display of much action, as though he 
were leading a cotillon. Halting in an attitude of 
grace and dignity, he said : 

*' Senor Don Edouardo and my friend, delight us 
with a dance. Here is my betrothed, my Manuelita, 
who offers herself as your partner. I will myself dance 
after having applauded your performance." 

Aunt Consolacion growled hideously at her victim 
being thus torn from her ; but as the lady of the house 
graciously smiled at the idea, at the same time ap- 
provingly stroking her moustache with her fan, there 
was nothing left but to obey. 

My acquaintance with the pretty Manuela com- 
menced by our performing together in a slOw habanera, 
a dance, half waltz, half polka, with which my Gib- 
raltar experience had fortunately made me acquainted. 

An effective orchestra was improvised by the whole 
assembly singing together in chorus, and clapping their 
hands to mark the measure. Dona Costanza, taking 
some castanets from her pocket, worked them with 
much vigour and effect. My partner — the heiress of 
the " Golden Cat " — ^was in possession of a stock of 
prettiness from which she might have spared suffi- 
cient to set up half a dozen ordinary girls in good 

q2 
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looks, and still have remamed remarkable. Beauty is 
not to be described, any more than it is to be photo- 
graphed, with any hope of conveying an idea of its 
character. Even to a musician the idea of melody 
can only be conveyed by music's special caligraphy ; 
no word-painting will suffice ; and until some corre- 
sponding hieroglyphics are invented to describe the 
di£ferent ranges of loveliness, their perfect delineation 
must remain hopeless. 

Suffice it therefore to say that Manuela had all the 
chief attributes of her generally handsome country- 
women — ^black hair, dark eyes, long eyelashes, grace- 
ful attitudes, small hands and feet, and a creamy-white 
skin of satin-like texture ; even her mouth was pretty, 
which is not invariably the case with Spanish women. 

Onr pa$ de deux concluded amidst general applause, 
and we remained at its conclusion engaged for some 
time in confidential chat. Don Bamon protected us 
from annt Consolacion's onslaughts by skilful skirmish- 
ing in front of a window recess where we were seated, 
while he kept on repeating : 

'^ Bueno, bueno, Don Edouardo ; talk to the child 
— ^make her do as you tell her. Garamba ! but we 
shall have a fine portrait. Tell her that you will do 
my likeness as well." 

The poor little girl quite made *' a clean breast " to 
me of her love-affidr. " Felipe was so handsome," 
she said ; the sun might envy his beauty, the angels 
his love for her. Everything had gone on so well, 
her mother placing no obstacles in the way, till Don 
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Ramon^ with all his money, appeared as a suitor. 
And now that he was going away without her even 
seeing him^ her only hope was with the blessed saints, 
her only comfort in prayer. She knew, to be sure, 
that she could, by doing as Ana and Pepa advised, 
marry Felipe ; but nothing — no, nothing — would ever 
make her consent. She had not the courage to 
disobey her mother ; besides, she of course was never 
allowed to go out alone. Her prattle and pretty face 
won my heart in ten minutes, and I promised — if that 
would be any comfort — ^to do pictures all day long, 
both of Felipe (lucky dog!) and of herself; at the 
same time hinting that perhaps we might manage an 
interview for them at the fonda when she went there 
for her sitting. 

Our conversation was interrupted by the proffered 
hospitality of glasses of water with frothy-looking 
crystallized sweetmeats to dissolve in them. More 
dancing then came off; some songs and gossip, 
sneers from the travelled aunt at the old-fashioned 
ways of her dear relations, and much innocent laughter 
from all the girls. Then " good-nights " were ex- 
changed. Dona Gostanza agreeing that Manuela, 
under proper escort, should be marched down to my 
" studio " in the morning, if, as she added, with the 
reservation of the bull-fight placards, '* el tiempo no 
lo impede.'* 
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m. 

To " see the sunshine every day " is, in my opinion 
jnst a little bit monotonous, unless you are a photo- 
grapher, and wish to count on the glorious orb's 
assistance. The morning after our parting, its bril- 
liance was " turned on '* to the fullest extent, and was 
indeed welcome ; for the burning rays were sufficiently 
subdued in our cloister-like patio to form the proper 
medium required for taking good portraits. 

The fonda was in a perfect state of ferment : the 
two daughters of the house, nervously excited, were 
pushing poor Felipe about, and fitting him into all 
manner of hiding-places, whence he could tumble out 
at the proper moment and make love, that is, if he 
escaped suffocation in his place of concealment. Don 
Gallardo had removed his table to A window looking 
into the court-yard, whence he commanded the whole 
scene, and gave vent to his feelings by covering 
quires of sand-paper with imaginary bills ; as if, 
instead of my being the sole occupant of his 
guest-chambers, a whole army of strangers had been 
handed over to him to be " taken in." The poodle, 
washed and combed for the occasion, was cast for a 
chief part in the drama. 

I had settled that Manuela should be depicted look- 
ing down from a window in the pretty attitude — half 
lazy, half sentimental — peculiar to Spanish women as 
they look on the outside world, and had remarked one 
suited to the grouping at no great height above the 
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gronnd. A Tine and large gonrd-leaves were trailing 
round it^ which wonld enhance the effect of a picture, 
and the whole promised well for posing purposes. 

Soon appeared Mannela, chaperoned by an old nnrse 
who held an immense fan, and attended by Don Ramon 
looking simply gorgeous. He had on a bran new 
doak ; behind one large ear was stuck a rose, behind 
the other a cigarette. His look of self-sufficiency 
betrayed him the hero of the situation and a fitting 
subject for a picture representing the choicest of 
Andalucia*8 sons. I was informed that Dona Cos- 
tanxa much regretted her inability to attend, as dif- 
ferences of opinion and her superior position in life 
preyented her from associating with the hotel family. 
The '' tia '* Consolacion might have taken her place ; 
but as she would haye insisted on so many pictures 
being taken of her Paris bonnet (and perhaps her two 
daughters), besides haying a general tendency to iras- 
cibility if not treated with oyerwhelming respect, it 
had been considered safer to keep her at the guanteria 
in ignorance of the excitement that was going on. 

Our pretty little yisitor was naturally at once pounced 
upon by Ana and Pepa, kissed, mysteriously whispered 
to, and loudly complimented. All three girls were good 
q)ecimens of Spanish beauty ; but in grace and general 
effect there was as much difference between the two 
sisters and their friend as between folds of drapery 
settled by a housemaid and those arranged by the 
hands of an artist. 

The nurse, a jolly fat old soul, was made perfectly 



88 SORTIES FROM ''GIB.*' 

happy with cakes and a cup of chocolate, and by being 
allowed to lead the poodle about by a string. The 
pair soon subsided to eat and doze together in a 
distant comer. Don Ramon was left in my hands 
to tackle and pose in various attitudes, for his 
own satisfaction, the benefit of art, and the gaining 
of time. After having been " done " full face, profile, 
with his hat on and off, sitting down, and then stand- 
ing on his little thin legs, he called for a guitar, and 
placing himself beneath the window, of which the 
lattice was still closed — ^hiding, I suspect, a scene 
that would have startled him — ^he struck another 
attitude, and promised to show off for my entertain- 
ment the arts with which, he said, an Andaluz lover 
captivates his mistress. 

After singing a rather pretty serenade, with much 
amorous ogling at the closed window, he then, by 
way of further carrying out the idea, shouted for 
the latticed shutter to be opened, that Manuela 
might join him in a duet expressive of their mutual 
passion. 

A soft trembling little voice responded to the first 
verse, which he himself sang. There was a refrain to 
each couplet ending with " Me muero d'amor por ti '* 
(I am dying for love of thee), and he nodded ap- 
provingly while playing the guitar accompaniment, as 
the voice overhead repeated the words ; the tones 
evidently almost inaudible from the emotion he con- 
sidered only proper under the circumstances, and 
due to his own powers of fascination. Dreading, 
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howeyer, hysterics and a scene, I now clamoured 
loudly for my portrait ; and Mannela coming forward 
leant from the window. She looked pale, bnt so pretty, 
with each a brilliant Instre in her large brown eyes, 
that I wished I were a painter instead of a humble 
photographer ; but more particularly did I wish I were 
Don Felipe. With the acute perceptions of her 
countrywomen for artistic effect, the young girl 
entered completely into my ideas for a picture. Her 
attitude was fall of natural grace, her face undistorted 
by either the forced smile or imbecile frown common 
to most photographer's models ; so making allowance 
for the shortcomings inherent to my art, the portrait 
proved a complete success. 

After this Pepa came and took her away, but before 
dosing the shutter she made a small speech : it was to 
this effect, that she and her querida amiga (dear friend) 
could on no account suffer farther interruptions, as 
they were about to devote themselves to finding out 
their fortxmes on the cards ; a well-thumbed pack 
being exhibited by way of evidence. 

Suspicious people are apt to anticipate "mischief" 
when ladies account too circumstantially for the use 
of their time, and consider evidence essential to their 
assertions meeting with belief However, remember- 
ing the vow to aid and abet, I requested Don Bamon's 
valuable assistance in arranging a group of Guardias 
Giviles, whom their lieutenant had paraded at the 
hotel to be photographed, and who were waiting orders 
oofadde. 
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Here let me chronicle a cironmstance which im- 
pressed me with a wondering and undying admiration 
for the warriors of Spain. Knowing the constant 
craving evinced by our British soldier for refreshment 
— usually alcoholic — I had consulted Felipe the fortu- 
nate in what form his men would prefer this being 
administered whilst waiting our convenience. I have 
never to this day quite got over the consternation 
with which I received his reply — after he had 
consulted the men — that a small supply of sponge- 
cakes and jam-tarts, together with glasses of spring 
water, might be ordered for their refection ! 

Keeping Bamon always in sight, reconciling the 
poodle to being kissed by an old woman who took 
snuff, and avoiding all allusions to the time Destiny 
took in revealing itself to the friends, became a little 
tiresome, and I was not sorry when at length the 
window opened, and Pepa appeared at it, evidently 
primed for another speech. Trusting she was about 
to announce Manuela's readiness to go home, I 
was preparing, in military parlance, to "warn the 
escort," when the expression of her face suddenly 
struck us all with the same idea — namely, that she 
had something startling to announce. 

Don Bamon, thinking that at the least she must 
have perceived stains from some of my chemicals on 
his new cloak, examined himself all over ; but finding 
nothing to justify such terrible fears, prepared to listen 
with equanimity to any other form of disaster. The 
scene was rather theatrical, and our impromptu 
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grouping wonld have rejoiced the heart of a stage- 
manager. 

The Gnardias Ciyiles, in their quaint uniform of 
cocked-hats> hlne coats with red facings, yellow belts, 
and black gaiters, fitly represented a stage chorus as 
they stood in a picturesque group beneath the Moorish 
arches snrrounding the patio. Pepa with mantilla and 
fim at the vine-draped window, looked a pretty and 
effectiye prima donna; while the three other principal, 
though least comely personages — Ramon, the nurse, 
and myself — advancing "to the front," listened to 
her recital with correct stage precision. She spoke to 
this effect, with more approach to strong-mindedness 
than I ever saw in a young Spanish woman, or ever 
credited one of them with possessing : 

*' Listen to me, senores, — and do you particularly 
give ear, Senor Don Bamon Talles da Gama, and 
when you go home to your house in the Galle Santa 
Marta do you reflect upon what I am about to tell 
you. The cards have spoken without much shuffling, 
and do you know what they said ? Why, they told 
Manuelita, that if she wished to be happy she must 
marry a man nearer dos varos " (two yards) " in height 
than one ! They could not possibly mean the chico 
there, es claro ! " pointing out the discomfited 
Kttle man to her audience. " Well, we were dis- 
cussing this matter, when who should enter the room 
bat the Teniente Felipe, the officer of those brave 
fellows ; and as he came nearer to the description 
given by Destiny than any man in Tarifa, and is well- 
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known to have always loved my darling, I left them 
talking boca con boca '* (mouth to mouth) ; *' and, 
calling our servant Lola, bade her dress herself for 
going out. And at this moment do you guess whither 
she goes ? No! You don't ? She is taking Manuelita 
down, Don Felipe accompanying them, to the house 
of the corregidor to claim his protection, as — ^laudato 
Dies — every Andaluza has legal right to do, and to 
say that she will wed no one but Felipe. As it 
happens, he is just twenty-two and she twenty — ^what 
a coincidence ! — exactly the ages when people can 
legally marry whomsoever they choose ! So let the 
Senora Costanza make her acta de la negativa to pro- 
test against it as much as she likes. 0, we are well 
up in our law, senores — ^no fear ! Three months now 
at the most, even should the guanteria hold out, can 
elapse ; and if during that time our ManueKta's home 
is made unbearable to the darling, is there not the 
Fonda del Cid ? where I, Pepa Castilla, daughter of 
the house, declare she shall come and live without 
charge of a peseta ! This serves unnatural old mothers 
right who choose to be like sharks, and pelicans, and 
ostriches, and serpents — si, senor, serpents ; and who 
want rich, ugly dwarfs for sons-in-law — si, si, si, senor 
mio. And when you see the pretty thing again, she 
will, God willing, be the Senora Dona Pelegri-Gomez, 
and perhaps may let you be godfather to her first 
infante. Adios all ; and to you, Don Bamon^ salud y 
pesetas" (health and wealth). ''Bastante!" And 
with a triumphant wave of her fan, Pepa slammed 
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the window to with a will, leaving us to reflect on 
the information she had yolnnteered, and its bearings 
on onr own interests. 

The old nnrse, with many " Jesus Marias ! " and 
'' Santo Padres ! '* released the poodle, and howled 
hideously; Don Ramon the deserted swore and 
picked his teeth ; while the pen of our host scratched 
as fdrionsly over the sand-paper as though he were 
making calculations of Felipe's income and the 
lovers' chances of happiness thereupon. The soldier 
chorus broke out into shouts of "Bueno!" waving 
their cocked hats, while I lit a cigar, and prepared to 
pack up my paraphernalia. 

The curtain falling on this finale to our small 
domestic drama was the signal, as usual on aU stages, 
for the rapid dispersal of the actors, and I soon 
remained sole occupant of the deserted *' boards,*' 
with the power of reflecting, unmolested, on my own 
subsequent plans and the poetical justice of our 
denouement. I had done as many photographs and 
as much good — or mischief (?) — as possible under the 
circumstances, so that even in a dramatic sense my 
presence was no longer required. 

The happiness of my two principal characters 
having been so nearly secured, everything else was 
of coarse unimportant, and a mere matter of detail 
unworthy of further consideration. Whether Don 
Bamon promised to survive his disappointment and 
live long and happily or the reverse ; whether the old 
nurse on returning to the guanteria received a '* month's 
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warning/' or merely a shower of reproaches from its 
enraged mistressi or if the chorus went home to a good 
supper or a dry crust, with — as the sailors say — " a 
glass of water to blow it out/' is quite immateriali 
and none of them subjects calling for investigation. 

It was in every way time for me to be o£f from Tarifa. 
Not only was my leave of absence from Gibraltar up, 
but I anticipated the assembling of a jury of matrons, 
presided over by the Paris bonnet, which might result 
in some terrific vengeance overtaking the heretic who 
had ventured — ^unknowing holy water — to play the 
part of deu8 ex machind, and help to mar the matches 
planned by prudent Tarifenan mammas. 

So next day I left the Fonda del Gid amidst many 
good wishes and affectionate leave-takings ; Pepa and 
Ana promising to write me the termination of the 
lov6-a£fair, which, as a matter of course, they never 
did. 

I had been several months on ''the Bock" when 
the following letter reached me : 

" To Don Edouardo. 

*'MuY QUEBiDO Amigo, — ^Do uot think we have 
sinned from ingratitude in having so long appeared to 
neglect one for whom we entertain feelings of affection 
that no length of time will ever efface. But we have 
been so very busy, and had so many difficulties to 
contend against. Congratulate us, dear senor, for 
we are married, and at last forgiven by Dona Cos- 
tanza ; our parents' confessors, being cousins, brought 
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this aboat. We are going to live at Archidona, not 

fieur from Granada : to travel about with the regiment 

would be greater expense than we can afford. We are 

snch poor yomig people^ according to the ideas of your 

rich country ; but ah^ how happy we are going to be ! 

" You who travel over the world, leaving your own 

home^ may some day come within reach of ours^ which 

will be yours also. If the day should ever arrive that 

you pass through our town, ask for us, Don Edouardo ; 

and if we are dead, ask for our children. Your 

name will always be as welcome as music, and as 

well known to our descendants as to ourselves. 

Farewell, kind friend; believe in the love of your 

constant servants, 

" Manuela and Felipb.'^ 

So poor young things, full of life and hope, they 
had started their tiny venture, risking the wreck so 
often brought on as brightly-freighted crafts as theirs, 
among the hidden scrags and traitorous sandbanks of 
matrimony. 

Love is not always the best of pilots ; but let us 
hope that in the little puddle, which the small fossil- 
ized town chosen for their abode fitly represents, the 
navigation may be smoothed to their bark's capability. 

I sent them, in souvenir of the romance of their 
youth, copies of each of the Tarifa pictures, including 
the various views of Don Bamon ; together with the 
expression of good wishes as sincere as any to which 
I ever gave utterance. 



FOURTH SORTIE. 



UNA ROMEKIA ; OR, A VISIT TO A VIRGIN. 



UNA ROMERIA; 



o», 



A VISIT TO A VIRGIN. 



I. 

Self-appreciation is the ozone of our mental atmo- 
sphere, and quite indispensable to its preservation in 
a healthy condition. The absence of this valuable 
dement was sensibly felt by a fellow-traveller and my- 
self one foggy morning when we landed from the small 
steamer '' El re Alfonso '' at the port of Barcelona. 

To say that the capital of Catalonia '' looked " as 
miserable as ourselves on that occasion would simply be 
a figure of speech. Beyond the tops of two or three 
church towers, and a few dim hints here and there 
helping us to guess that there were buildings along the 
({uays, we could see no more of the city than 
Tilburina of the Spanish fleet that she apostrophises. 

Boats with red-capped crews emerging at in- 
tervals from the gloom were too pleasantly suggestive 
of shore-going to be resisted ; and we decided, in spite 
of our passage having on the previous day been booked 
from Valencia to Marseilles direct, to escape from our 

h2 
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"prison with the chance of drowning." Bag and 
baggage collected, we stole away through the fog of 
that dreary mom. My own case, leading to this sadden 
change of plans, was simply one resulting from a 
"bad" night on board a too "lively" steamer; 
but in that of Mandison, my fellow-traveller, the 
grievance was of a more aggravated nature. An 
appeal he had made to my sympathies while stand- 
ing at an early hour by my berth-side that morning 
was the chief cause of our change of plans and des- 
tination for the day. The poodle's dejection, quite 
equal to our own, resulted from a similar cause to 
that of his master. 

Mandison, who had joined me at " Gib " for 
the expedition, was an old firiend. Some years 
before we had been quartered together in Dublin, and 
struck up a cronyship. He was at that time a Captain 
of Dragoons ; but now having left the service, was 
wandering about the world with more full and unlimited 
liberty than is known to the soldier caste, and was 
consequently the object of my unmitigated envy. 

After a good breakfast at the Fonda del Oriente, 
the fog having given way to sunshine, and our own 
moral barometer having gone up once more to settled 
self-love, with every promise of remaining there, my 
companion, aided by cigar-smoke, confided to me some 
more details of the previous night's adventures on board, 
of which I had hitherto only received a vague outline. 
Everything hinged on our having lately made the ac- 
quaintance, at a Yalencian table d^hote, of a Monsieur 
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and Madame Pigache, a French lady and gentleman, 
and tourists, like ourselyes. An intimacy, the result of 
mutual tastes, had sprung up between us, and some very 
charming excursions had been made together amongst 
the vineyards and mulberry gardens surrounding 
the ancient City of the Cid; the poodle dog having gone 
through his choicest tricks for their entertainment. 
Even flowers of friendship had blossomed luxu- 
riantly under the influence of those fair scenes we 
had together surveyed, so that it was settled, the desti- 
nation of both parties being Marseilles, we should go 
by the same steamer, and thus put off the sorrow of 
parting as long as possible. 

Madame Pigache was not pretty, but she was 
** nice ; " not quite young, but very charming ; not 
possessed of a first-rate figure, but sufficiently well 
" got-up " to look as if she were : she was also 
very agreeable, very attractive in every way, and 
inclined to be very great friends with Mandison. I 
had the good fortune to be much patronised by 
the husband of this lady ; who, when the opportunity 
occurred, told me stories of his giddy youth, which 
were very shocking and a little amusing. Although 
arrived at the age of obese circumspection at the time 
of our acquaintance, he often, when speaking of his 
more harebrained beginnings, would sigh regretfully 
as he conjured up those retrospective glimpses at early 
follies for my entertainment. He was a most inter- 
esting specimen of a hopelessly hen-pecked husband, 
and showed a perfection of training that did great 
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credit to the lady who had tnmed him out so 
cleverly. 

Such a lovely evening, as we were heing rowed 
on board the steamer! even Talma seemed, by an 
occasional joyous bark, to be wildly appreciative of its 
gentle influence. The very slightest breeze, scarcely 
causing a ripple on the sea, fanned our faces deli- 
ciously. The pleasant after effects of a good dinner, 
and several succeeding chasses, did not detract from 
the soothing influence of the fading golden light and 
the pleasant aspect of nature generally. At such a 
moment it is impossible to make any mistake as to 
the sensations telling us we have all come into the 
world for the purpose of loving ourselves and our 
neighbours. 

That embellishing glaze, with which sunset can 
alone invest scenery, unattainable in the imitations of 
human art, brought out bright touches and effects of 
colouring which midday glare leaves unsuspected in 
the most perfect landscape. Keeping up that appear- 
ance of hopeful promise the sea waves can so well 
assume to dissemble their cruel nature, they purred 
softly around us in deceitful calm. A faint whisper 
of contentment from insect life pervaded the clear 
atmosphere. Even the mollusks clustering thickly on 
the brown rocks amidst tresses of green seaweed that 
hung all dripping and lank as they emerged brightly 
shining from a wave's embrace, emitted faint and 
spluttering gasps, suggesting the idea that into their 
bloodless and only half-sentient existence a feeble ap- 



A VISIT TO A VIRGIN. 108 

preciation of nature's genial aspect had penetrated. All 
recollection of storm-clouds, the last anguish of wave- 
engulphed mariners, the hideous relics of countless 
corpses hanging suspended in that transparent grave of 
water beneath the softly-smiling surface on which 
we thus contentedly embarked — all were easily banished 
into oblivion on that fair evening. Under the influence 
of that glorious combination — a light heart and a 
replete stomach — human hearts beat high, the brightest 
goals appeared in thought attainable, and this world 
seemed a realization of every fairest dream. 

There was but one exception to the general benign- 
ness among our party, and that was much to be de- 
plored. The charming Madame Pigache was evidently 
the least bit '' cross," and inclined, in consequence, 
to ^' snub " her lord, of whom she evidently con- 
sidered herself the master. She gave him burdens 
grievous to bear in the way of shawls, rugs, and other 
inconvenient packages ; and when he was resting from 
his porterage — inclining also to the enjoyment of a 
cigarette on the steamer's deck and the contemplation 
of the beautiful sunset — she sternly bade him " go to 
bed." 

This decree, she explained at some length, was 
meant in kindness, as the poor man was a perfect 
martyr to sea-sickness. She informed us that 
no better preventive exists (as, indeed, every one 
knows) than going to bed and '' keeping one's eyes 
shut" — the last a sine qua non. To hear- was, 
of course, to obey, however distasteful; so, after 
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recommending madame to Mandison's care^ the in- 
teresting invalid-expectant trotted off to bed, to ** shut 
his eyes " as commanded. 

My Mend's care of Madame Pigache showed itself 
in the characteristically English form of looking after 
" creature-comforts " for her. A second edition of 
coffee and chasses was gone through, and the three of 
us sat on the deck in a cosy group, indulging in 
cigarettes and sentimental talk, while we watched 
the '^ sun set opposite the moon," the distant hills 
gradually receding into the gloom of grey evening. 

As the darkness increased so did our sentimental 
talk. At last, feeling that a trio on the subject of 
hidden sympathies was a trifle unentertaining, I also, 
like Monsieur Pigache, went to find out a berth below, 
in which to lie and keep my eyes shut, according to 
recipe. 

It seems that after my departure some very 
touching confidences were indulged in by the lady 
on the subject of " a fatal blight," which had 
destroyed her life's freshness, marring all its 
purest enjoyments, and making even hope impossible. 
Disappointed in love, sacrificed by stem parents in 
her early girlhood to a golden idol — represented by 
the little man lying down below in his berth as 
directed — she said that her husband's treatment of 
her since their marriage had been different from 
what her deserts merited. He was so unfitted to 
comprehend the sentimental longings filling her soul, 
that it fluttered wearily in search of sympathy, 
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as a white dove that flying over a vast expanse of 
ocean, in search of some green spot upon which to 
repose from its weary flight, finds none. As a tem- 
porary distraction from her chronic state of sadness, 
which began to prey on her bodily health, she was 
accompanying her stem husband on a tour — ^partly of 
pleasure, principally of commercial enterprise (sham 
jewellery and articles de Paris) — in the hope that 
change of scene might relieye her mind ; the soft 
southern climates arrest, for a time at least, the ra- 
vages of a maladie de poitrine that was dragging her 
imrelentingly, she felt, to an untimely and probably un- 
moumed-over grave. Poor thing ! sad and weary 
were the sighs which the recital of this overwhelming 
amount of misery drew from her breast, while an 
occasional dry and hacking cough testified to the 
bodily ailment oppressing her delicate frame. 

The other passengers had all gone below with the 
exception of one, an unpleasant man and a com* 
patriot. He was one of the type that seem to travel 
with the sole object of being a source of shame to the 
people of their own country, and of disgust to those of 
every other. He walked perseveringly about the deck, 
letting off cigar-lights of unnatural brilliance at short 
intervals. These flashes of light illuminated a sort of 
waggish leer which he thought it necessary to assume 
when looking in the direction of Mandison and Madame 
Pigache, making him in appearance more like a fifth- 
of-November guy than anything human. ' 

At last, finding that even vulgar natures require 
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recruiting by sleep, he also sought his lair ; while the 
lady, the helmsman, and my Mend remained the 
only occupants of the afterpart of the deck. 

The weather was still fine, though the moon no 
longer shone so brightly — some suddenly arisen 
clouds were drifting across the sky, deadening her 
radiance at short intervals. The wind had increased, 
but beyond a slight swell on, there was nothing as 
yet to make the plan formed by the two friends of 
sitting there all night appear less desirable. 

Friendly communing in nature's grandest solitude 
of night-time on the ocean is very enticing. Sitting 
there they discovered the electric currents which exist 
between kindred spirits — the mesmeric influence con- 
veyed by the slightest touch of a genial hand — and 
the ** white dove " seemed to have every chance of 
being caught and caged. They would have specu- 
lated as to the " goings on " in the stars no doubt, 
perhaps have made some original discoveries in 
astronomy as well as in animal magnetism, but 
their interests being unattracted heavenwards, were 
all the more &ee to be concentred in each other 
and their effusions of pure friendship. 

The character of the night had changed, and its 
lowering aspect, the war of the waves dashing phos- 
phoric spray against the steamer's side, as she pierced 
them in her onward course through the gloom, 
suggested ideas of a very saddening nature to 
•Madame. " Vois-tu, mon bon ami," she said, pointing 
to the dark mass of troubled waters; ''tout cela; 
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comme c'est triste, noir et solennel, eh bien ! voila 
mon avenir, a moi ! n'est pas que cela fait fr^mir ?** 

No wonder, poor little woman, that quite overcome, 
and sobbing bitterly, she let her head sink on 
Handison's shoulder, or that he used the privilege of 
friendship, and dried the fast-trickling tears that fell 
from her face on to his overcoat. Then he sought at 
the same time, by sitting near her, to shelter her from 
the night blast, thus suggesting his desire also to pro- 
tect her from every other form of rough usage — 
especially that of her quietly slumbering persecutor in 
the berth below. 

Tied to a man, who tyrannised over her best feelings 
with an outward show of kindness which made it still 
more hard to bear, suffering from a deadly disease that 
was dragging her to an early tomb, could any one 
have withheld their warmest sympathy when she 
exclaimed : ** Ah, Heaven, thou givest me no comfort ! 
Aneantie by thy unpitying aspect, wherefore should I 
not — even at this very moment — plunge into that 
deadly abyss full of black seething waves that would 
laugh at my horrible death agonies ?" 

Human nature could stand it no longer, as Mandison 
here observed ; so clasping her in his arms, bestowing 
chaste kisses on her flushed and tear-stained face, he 
was proceeding to comfort her Tvdth every flower of 
eloquence he had in his vocabulary, when a feeling of 
horror suddenly overpowered him. 

Starting with some difficulty to his feet, he stag- 
gered^ as though beneath a sudden blow, his brain 
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reeled, and hiding his face in his hands with a groan 
of agony, which resounded ahove the splashing of the 
now fierce waves, he rushed away from the lady's 
side, scarcely knowing whither. Instinct guided him 
to the bulwarks, where he despairingly clung, for — 
alas ! poor human nature — he was horridly iQ. 

The agony, unknown to some fortunately con- 
stituted human beings, the paralysis of body and brain, 
the living death at whose fell signal hope, health, 
pride, love, ambition, and as he found in his case, even 
platonic friendship will collapse, had seized another 
wretched victim. With a last despairing efibrt, 
finding a vacant berth below, my friend sank into its 
friendly shelter, leaving Madame Pigache alone on deck 
with her froiss^ feelings and the man at the wheel. 

He remembered, even at that terrible moment, see- 
ing, as he entered the saloon, a pallid face look out 
on him from one of the berths, out of whose bloodless 
lips there issued in faltering accents the conscience- 
striking words : " Eh bien, monsieur, et ma femme 
— comment se trouve-t-elle ? " 

At that moment Mandison confessed that he 
sympathised far more with the physical sufferings of 
the " tyrant ** husband than with the mental miseries 
of his unhappy wife. Hideous confession of human 
weakness ! No wonder my friend dreaded any 
further meeting with a lady towards whom a sinister 
mishap had stamped his conduct with such an appear- 
ance of ungallantry ! 

None of the passengers on board " El re Alfonso '* 
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were what is called ** good sailors." The night set in 
SQ£Sciently *' dirty " to make it hideous to most 
of ns, passed as it was in a stifling cahin sorroonded 
by everything that makes humanity most nninterest- 
ing, not to say revolting. 

Towards morning the wind died off, leaving only 
a heavy swell on the water, but a very terrible recol- 
lection in our mind, and making a chance of escape 
not to be resisted. This quite accounted for our crest- 
fallen appearance as we landed on the quay at Barcelona 
through a fog worthy of comparison with those which 
our native Thames can produce. 

The sun shining brightly, with a pleasantly 
subdued autunmal heat, effects, as I before said, a 
bright transformation in the spirits of the most wearied 
travellers, as well as on the face of nature. After a re- 
freshing lounge beneath the trees of the Eambla, and 
an absinthe at the Cafe Catalan, Mandison and I re- 
turned to our hotel just as the bell was sounding for 
the four o'clock table d'hote dinner, with good appe- 
tites, and a renewed lease of the pleasures of life 
generally. 

Finding out the "comedidor," the first people we 
met there, just entering the room, were Monsieur and 
Madame Pigache. 

n. 

I HAVE always been a collectionneur of character; and 
as a rule my most precious specimens have been 
picked up while assisting at tdbU d'hote dinners. 
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Although it would have its disadvantages, I some- 
times wish that, as they appear to have done in the 
quaint old Gil Bias days, travellers would now proceed 
to confide their life's adventures to one another, im- 
mediately the first interchange of civilities has been 
gone through. 

What faces one sees at those Caravanserai repasts ! 
On the expression of one human countenance, three 
volumes of sensational romance are sometimes 
stamped in unmistakable characters. And those soli- 
tary women who glide in amongst the mere pleasure- 
seekers and men of business ! How weird, how wonder- 
ful they can be ! Leaving their " skeleton " locked up 
in shabby portmanteaus au troisi^me or an quatriime, 
they come down to talk and eat smilingly, till, the 
repast ended — still smiling — they rise from the table, 
and bravely strapping on their burden again, retire to 
nurse it in their dreary garret. There, to think, 
to weep, to pray, to drink, eat opium, or try on 
faded finery (leering in cracked looking-glasses with 
eyes accustomed to their own ugliness), and seek 
forgetfulness each in her own way — to disappear, 
it may be for ever, unheeded by all save perhaps the 
cashier of the establishment. 

Wondrous in wigs and blanc de cam^lia, in dresses 
of startling originality, being of no particular country, 
speaking most languages, with no apparent aim in 
life, with good appetites, uncomplaining — save at any 
deficiency in the dinner — of impenetrable aspect, 
beyond that tell-tale expression which having "lived** 



A VISIT TO A VIRGIN. Ill 



win always leave : would that I might pick out some 
half-dozen of unforgotten faces among those wan- 
derers, and bid them tell me how they came to that 
dreary phase of existence. 

Do those women wander into the wilderness as 
scapegoats for the sins of others ? Has their own 
wickedness or their weakness brought them to this 
abomination of desolation ? What hopes have they 
blighted in others before coming to this dingy career 
themselves ? Where do they die ? 

Monsieur and Madame Pigache gave us a public 
reception, which was quite an ovation ; and, what- 
ever reproaches in private might afterwards have to 
be endured, no allusion was then made to Mandison's 
desertion on the previous night. 

The cause of their original plan of going to Mar- 
sdlles having been changed was, we were told, in 
consequence of a wish of Madame. She desired to 
carry out a vow made by her, under circumstances of 
dire extremity, of a pilgrimage to the celebrated 
mountain shrine of the Virgin of Montserrat — " no 
better opportunity could ever occur than this — et les 
ToilA ! " The lady was to begin on the morrow 
with a course of preparations for the pilgrimage, con- 
sisting of the perusal of pious books, a severe cross- 
questioning of her conscience, and the wearing of 
a " toilette sombre " befitting an occasion of such 
solemnity. 

Although heretics, we obtained permission to accom- 
pany the pilgrims up the mountains : and then, our 
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plans settled, and dinner nearly over, we fell to 
examining our fellow-feeders. 

The collection was rather a good one. 

Within talking range were a gentlemanly American, 
a rare specimen of the fair-haired Spaniard with his 
wife, a " hlonde et blanche " Russian travelling by 
herself, a good-looking Frenchman with his wife, a 
handsome brunette of the Brazils, and an EngUsh 
tourist, with an unmarried sister in charge, who both ap- 
peared to be ** doing Spain," and not enjoying it, to judge 
from the grievance) they both professed to find hemming 
them in on aU sides. Mr. Willocks (M.P. for some- 
where) and Miss Willocks were rather conspicuous 
persons. The gentleman's costume was the ''evening 
dress" of our nation, the lady wearing a sort of half 
" low-necked" gown, which exhibited to our delighted 
gaze some gUmpses of charms matured by the passmg 
of at least forty summers. Brother and sister were 
dining, as it was easy to see they did everything else, 
under protest ; and evidently feeling themselves in the 
position of beings of the " better class " bivouacking 
amongst savages and otherwise suspicious characters, 
whom, du reste, they " need never know," even if they 
met again. It was no doubt that, reassured by this 
comforting thought, they were good enough even to let 
us address them without repulse. Miss Willocks had 
a graceful trick of smelling at every sort of entrie 
offered to her before helping herself or her brother 
(what other people eat did not matter of course, 
neither did it signify if they objected to the application 
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of her nose to their food). To counteract the effects 
of foreign "nastiness," a private stock of such anti- 
dotes as Harvey and Worcestershire sauces, cayenne 
pepper, and piccalilli were clustered around her plate. 
A private salt-spoon not forming part of their travel- 
ling paraphernalia, and the lady having asked in vain 
for what she termed a " coolier de sel," a largo table- 
spoon which had to answer the purpose was kept 
by her side. Alas ! the poor " barbarians " I fear 
used their knives on that occasion in all manner of 
unorthodox ways; at which Miss Willocks, giving a 
pretty shudder, would smile pityingly. Both brother 
and sister gave me the idea of being naturally 
amiable people, but bored and dyspeptic, and a good 
deal annoyed at not meeting with the appreciation 
to which they considered themselves entitled, having 
been at the trouble of leaving a land of polish and 
refinement to come and kindly wander about one so 
utterly benighted as that of Spain. 

Some distance down the table I saw another fellow- 
countryman, whom I recognised as having met and 
converse with not long before on the top of St. 
Peter's at Bome : we had also made an excursion 
together to Tivoli ; but he did not appear to remem- 
ber me. He mentioned afterwards that he knew me 
at once, but not feeling sure I should remember him, 
he '' did not like to speak." English shyness amounts 
to a national misfortune. 

Parkinson, my new-found Mend, interested me a 
good deal on further acquaintance. He was a young 

I 
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man free from every sort of encmnbrance, save a cer- 
tain amount of natural imbecility, with £700 a year 
lately bequeathed to him by his father, who had made 
his money in trade, and before leaving it had tied it 
up as securely as possible against inroads of the 
various industries likely to prey upon it. This youth 
had been brought up encased in an armour of worldli- 
ness, as far as precept administered at home could go, 
but with such utter absence of practical knowledge of 
the vaUey in which he wandered alone, that the poor 
fellow (he had never been to a public school, and 
had no relations sufficiently ** genteel " to associate 
with) was left alone with his income in a state of 
isolation painful to contemplate. He was vjiguely 
conscious of an inability to fight his fellow-beings, 
all of whom had been represented as banditti ready to 
swallow him, purse or body and soul, on the least 
encouragement, till he firmly believed in the truth of 
this hypothesis. He was still wandering in a purposeless 
manner about the world as at the time when we first 
met, seeking his fate in a vacuous manner. From a 
certain tendency to drink more than was fiecessary 
which I detected in him, and also an inclination to 
glance timidly, but with interest, at the fairer sex, I 
suspect his destiny will some day overtake him in the 
form of delirium tremens, probably combined with a 
woman of the class called in old novels "female 
adventurer." 

Dinner over and cigarettes lighted up, the Willockses 
of course entered a protest against smoking by an im- 
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mediate withdrawal to the salon, where they offered 
up a sacrifice, consisting of tea and 'Hall " talk, with 
great ceremony to onr much loved English household 
gods of respectability and dullness. 

That portion of the Times newspaper held most 
sacred in the eyes of Britons, the " Court Circular" and 
the advertisements of ''births, marriages, and deaths," 
was read out with much reverence by the High Priest, 
while the Casta Diva prepared a tea-offering, accord- 
ing to the most correct formula of Britain, in a "real " 
teapot, with "real" boiling- water from a "real" 
kettle of minute dimensions, which was heated by a 
spirit-lamp belonging to their travelling properties. 

Monsieur Pigache having gone to a cafe, Madame, 
the young American, Mandison, and I improved our- 
selves by joining my compatriots in the drawing-room, 
where we watched their ceremonies with great awe 
and interest. The High Priest began soon to show 
signs of drowsiness (part of the sacrifice we were 
given to understand), and covering his head with a 
silk bandana, slept serenely ; but the lady was 
kind anS communicative, frequently clothing her re- 
marks in the graceful idiom of France for the special 
benefit of Madame Pigache. 

Exhilarated by the cheerful beverage, to this effect 
she spoke. 

" Certainly no decent British female should ever 
dream of travelling in Spain ! My brother would not 
have sanctioned my accompanying him had he antici- 
pated any possibility of our terrible adventures. Even 
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my own desire to benefit this priest-ridden land would 
scarcely have sufficed to give me courage. I am 
endeavouring to sow on its arid soil our Society's 
translated leaflets, known as ' Good Words ' — des bong 
mos, Madame — ask her if she understands — ask her 
would she like some." Madame Pigache declined 
with efiusive gratitude, but looking a little venomous. 
** At Seville," she continued, " I went forth carry- 
ing a bundle under my arm and wearing a mantilla, 
as Murray recommends, but, nevertheless, the heathen 
waged furiously on being ofiered tracts, and insulted 
me grossly. Happily I was not alone, or nobody 
knows what might have happened — je ^ty sous la 
protection de deux gentilhommes, Madame — and at 
Granada it was worse." 

" How shocking ! " exclaimed Mandison ; " and 
what special form of martyrdom had you to risk in the 
ancient city of the Vega, Miss Willocks ? *' 

" It seems incredible ! I wore a plain green alpaca 
on that occasion, and a small brown straw hat, with a 
plume and a rose or two. So unaccustomed are they, 
however, to anything out of their own outlandish 
style of dress, that a mob of blasphemous little boys 
and girls pursued me, yelling, * Christo — que feiaes ! * 
— which means * how ugly ! * meaning my toilette — 
while in their blind fury, they tore up the ' Good Words * 
and stamped upon them." 

**But Miss Willocks," I asked, "has any one in 
this country ever tried to convert you — or your 
brother ? Suppose they were to retaliate," 
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*' I should like to see them ! Conyert me ! ! Good 
gracious ! ! ! But there, don't let us talk about it. 
As my darling Lady Arabella Thompson Gordon 
Walker said to me before we started : * Return to us, 
Enphemia, as you are now, a stanch Protestant, a 
prop of our Mother Church,* and I will adhere — 
unswervingly adhere — ^to the promise I made her." 

" Your suflFerings would fiU a book, Miss Willocks, 
and your abnegation of self deserves the commemo- 
ration of two volumes at the least," I suggested. 

" You are right, sir ; and my brother, who, as a 
Member of Parliament, is a public character — ung 
hem pay, madame, nous appelong 9a — will feel it his 
duty to undertake, immediately on our return, a scries 
of disclosures on the subject of the insults to which 
we have been subjected, even if it lead to a rupture 
between the two countries," 

" Ah, ciel, what a charming gown that is of yours, 
mademoiselle ! " here broke in the French lady in an 
inconsequent manner, evidently a little ruffled at 
being outside the conversation, and inclined to be 
satirical ; " what taste, what sentiment, there is in it! 
The mixture of rose, black, and orange is a bewilder- 
ing success ! " 

" What does she say ? Oh ! we ! Tell her this is 
what we call dinner dress, only it should be cut lower 
and have more trimmings — ^ploo docoUcty, madame — 
but it does for abroad. TeU her wo always dress for 
dinner in this way — toujours, madame. Mong frere, 
vonlez voir moi decollety tons les soirs, et lui est le 
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m^me. Cost la mode de mong pays poor la aristo- 
cratie, et je trouvy tray bo." 

This attempted French rendering of such gracefdl 
and conciliating ideas was screeched at Madame 
Pigache as thongh that matron had been deaf, and 
was listened to with looks which made me more than 
ever aliye to the fact that the Tower of Babel, like 
every other dispensation, had its ultimate advantages. 

Miss Willocks was good enough to receive Mandi- 
son and myself, as being British subjects, with some 
distinction. Most skilfully did she challenge us both 
to join her in the favourite game of her class — a 
species of "Brag," or rather "Beggar my neighbour," 
which is played with " smart " visiting cards ; the 
Peerage and Court Guide to be consulted on any 
contested point, and their decision to be considered 
final. But it was evident that the fair gambler's 
hand was too well stocked with court cards, backed 
by constant practice in her own coterie, for any 
few " trumps " we might muster between us to be 
of avail, so, as far as possible, we evaded the con- 
test. The fair spinster finding out, nevertheless, 
that I had relations of the name of Walker, cross- 
examined me as to many aristocratic Walkers, and I 
felt quite cut up at having to ignore any pretension 
to clanship with the already alluded to "darling 
Lady Arabella Thompson Gordon Walker." The 
WUlockses themselves, it seems, were related to half 
the aristocracy, according to the lady's account ; and 
of course in our country I should have been much 
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impressed, but in a land where '' good connection " is 
not so safe a shield for the oncriticised performance 
of mean and ynlgar actions, the impression made on my 
mind was less overwhelming. Miss Willocks* mamma, 
she told us, was granddaughter to Viscount Fitzbile of 
Hidrogene Castle — her mamma's aunt had married an 
Irish Earl — ^her papa's first cousin was next heir but 
three to a baronetcy; she herself, as every one in 
society knew, might have married an Honourable and 
Reverend gentleman ; in the very next house to theirs 
lived, during the London season, the Countess of 
Tareanages, and she " might say " to me (why I 
know not, unless with the usual object in which con- 
fidences are made, namely, with a view of attributing 
to ourselves virtues and advantages which the world 
refuses to give us credit for) that her sleeping brother, 
" dear Tommy," was at one time all but engaged to 
the eldest daughter of a Scotch Viscount. 

I began to anticipate another sleepless night, or 
worse still, being haunted by a terrible nightmare of 
some fearfcd penalty, unless I succeeded in working 
out an answer to the problem that, supposing the 
manqu^ marriages of the two Willockses should have 
come off, in what relationship would they stand to 
the whole aristocracy of Great Britain and Ireland ? 
By way of escaping such punishment I suggested to 
Mandison and Madame Pigache that we should go 
and seek ^' Monsieur " on the Boulevards, and we all 
three fled, leaving the Willocks family to conclude 
their solemn rites alone. The young American soon 
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joined us, remarking forcibly, that he had got his 
" tanks full " of Miss Willocks. 

We failed in finding Mons. Pigache at the caf6. 
Leaving his wife and my friend to continue the search, 
I went with the American to see the play of *'Pan y 
toros" at one of the many small theatres. 

Here I venture humbly to offer an opinion that 
Spaniards frequently fail as actors from the same 
cau^e which makes our own countrymen so rarely suc- 
cessful on the stage. With both there is an inability 
to sink their own individuality in characters for which 
they are cast, whereby the Mr. Jones or Don Bafael 
of every-day life fails to hide beneath the crown and 
spangles of the stage tyrant the plain broadcloth suit 
and more prosaic look of the present day. Their 
actresses appear to me to sin as ours do sometimes, 
in mistaking " cheek *' for " chic." 

After three days at Barcelona a large party well 
provided with provision baskets, set off for the railway- 
station. Booking themselves to descend at Monistrol 
(for Manresa and Montserrat) they proceeded on their 
way to visit the celebrated Mountain Shrine of the 
** Pearl of Catalonia." 

Among those starting on this romeria* were Mon- 
sieur and Madame Pigache, Mr. and Miss Willocks, 
Parkinson, the young American, Mandison, the poodle 
dog and myself. 

• Pilgrimage. 
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m. 

The accomplished authoress of '* Spurts from a Steel 
pen in Spain/' and most of the other gleaners amongst 
the peculiarities of that Peninsula, agree in abusing 
the Spanish railroad system. But the delay they 
complain of, besides promoting sociability by allowing 
time for cigarettes among the Companies' servants, 
also allows plenty of time for telegraphing inquiries as 
to the line being clear, while station-masters and 
signalmen are less likely to get into a state of un- 
necessary excitement and muddle. So passengers by 
the Spanish railroads, viewing their safety in these 
delays, end by getting accustomed to them ; besides, 
they can console themselves with tobacco — ^if they 
choose, and if they cannot they are to be looked upon 
as beneath sympathy. '^ Smoke and let smoke," 
should be the Spanish national motto. 

On that bright morning we were quite a jovial 
party, except the Willockses, whose aspect " pro- 
tested " against our sociability. Why they came, I 
don't know. They were each of them specimens of 
those neutral-tinted, almost colourless people, who 
look their worst before breakfast, and whose presence 
generally produces the mixed effect of fog and the 
kaowledge of some one wanting to tread on your 
corns. The costumes of the people at the different 
stations, the manner of welcoming the coming and 
speeding the parting guest ; the swarthy little 
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Spanish gentleman in onr carriage, who, of course, 
smoked ; the dirty hands of the railway officials, and 
the excessive slowness of the pace, were a few of the 
things not meeting with Miss Willocks' approval. To 
console herself she scattered a rich harvest of the 
" hong mos " from the carriage-windows, and even 
got oat to present a whole handle of them to an 
inoffensive Priest, who was loitering on the platform 
of one of the stations, where oar engine-driver ap- 
peared to have especial offerings to make to friendship 
or kindred. 

The Spanish gentleman, whose cigar (it certainly 
was a very had one) so disgusted my Willockses, was 
also bound to Monistrol for Montserrat. He told us 
he was from Tarragona, that he had left there his 
wife and daughters, being for the first time separated 
from them. He did nothing but lament the loss 
which their minds had sustained in not having visited 
with him the world-renowned city of Barcelona, and 
in having lost an opportunity of offering prayers at 
Montserrat. 

Mr. Willocks, the M.P. for somewhere, looked at 
people with a snorting action of his nostrils, as 
though they had some peculiarly unpleasant smell 
about them. He read the Times, sucked digestive 
lozenges, studied "Murray," and, when his sister 
was not watching him, looked rather closely, I 
thought, after any good-looking girls he saw at the 
railway stations. Both brother and sister were of 
opinion that neither Mandison nor I kept up the 
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character of " English gentlemen " by mixing as we 
did with the foreign people, and they seemed to con- 
sider they had a first claim on oar conversation, 
sympathies, and attention. 

It is very wrong to laugh at the Willockses, for 
I am sore they had an enormous amount of good 
about them. If I had broken both my legs, they would 
have read the Bible to me and been as '' good as 
gold ;" but they expected too much. How could I pos- 
sibly be select and supercilious, not being in the most 
distant manner related to ''darling Lady Arabella 
Thompson Gordon Walker ? " — So, morally speaking, 
I had broken both my legs, but had no claim to 
sympathy of such highly-connected individuals as 
themselves. 

At the Monistrol station, awaiting the train's 
aiiival, were strange-looking conveyances prepared to 
start for the mountain. A crowd, chiefly composed 
of priests and women, was clustered round each 
" trap " in that state of weak-minded helplessness 
common to the untravelled of both these sexes. 

Shortly after we had, with much squabbling, got 
squeezed into seats, we started — a procession of 
two diligences and one nondescript carriage — as we 
fondly hoped, direct for the monastery. But this 
was reckoning without the hosts of the inns of Manresa 
— a smalltown that had first to be traversed — and who 
from time immemorial have had a share in the plun- 
dering of pilgrims. Arrived there, our teams of mules 
were unharnessed, and without power of appeal, the 
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passengers, greatly to their disgust, were granted 
the indulgence of an hour for dinner. The menu 
was ahnost impossible to even the easy-to-please 
Spaniards. It consisted of nothing but fish fried in 
the ranciest oil, and puchero perfumed with garlic, 
enough to have asphyxiated us had the doors and 
windows been closed. 

The American and Mandison went to explore the 
cave of St. Ignatius. Madame Pigache hunted the 
house for a decent looking-glass, but drew every room 
blank ; her husband abused the cosas de Espanas 
generally, and Miss Willocks went off on one of her 
" sowing " expeditions. The M.P. and I passed the 
time in envying the way a select few had the courage 
to test their powers of digestion, by tackling the 
untempting food. This last amusement was also varied 
by Mr. Willocks reading aloud from a guide book an 
account of the Monastery of Montserrat, in an un- 
genial, jerky way, though his intention in that, as in 
everything else, was excellent. 

We found out that the jagged form of the mountain 
peaks perpetuates the shock which all nature received 
at the time of the Crucifixion ; also, which I didn't 
believe, or care a bit about, that the highest peak 
is 8800 feet above the level of the sea, and the 
circumference of the mountain four leagues ; further, 
that it had been the scene of a much talked-of ninth- 
century scandal, which, by supernatural agency and 
good management, was metamorphosed into a still more 
talked-of miracle, and the male hero into one of the 
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most popular of Saints with the Catalonian ladies. 
This was rather interesting. 

Juan Garin, a healthy hermit of mature age and 
great reputation for piety, becoming bored to death by 
his own goodness, had, by way of procuring himself a 
new sensation, seduced an elderly virgin belonging to 
one of the " very best families " in Barcelona. Sad to 
relate, he made this poor lady still more his " victim " 
by murdering her. Much delicious agony of remorse 
was the natural consequence of the double crime ; 
but getting hlasS even about this, Garin fell back on 
the usual last resource of the used-up of his day, and 
did the grand tour of shrines, including Rome, with 
a sensational scene of receiving absolution from the 
Pope. He came back whitewashed, but a more bored 
man than ever. Without miraculous intervention 
nothing was left for this pious person to do ; but after 
praying fervently, it was granted to him, as a special 
indulgence and further novelty, that he should be 
changed into some form of wild beast. In this cha- 
racter he roamed about the country for a long time, 
but history does not say whether he enjoyed himself. 
At last the day came when he saw himself caught 
and led chained for exhibition into the courtyard of 
his '' victim's " father. He was there made to dance 
for the amusement of that nobleman's youngest child, 
only just three months old ; who, on seeing him, 
startled the company aasembled (naturally unprepared 
for such precocity) by jumping from the nurse's arms. 
Advancing to the performing beast, it spoke as follows : 
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"Juan Garin, quit this form — ^you are pardoned : go to 
Montserrat and see what awaits you there." 

Of course the hermit, a hiped once more, lost 
no time in rushing, with his usual eagerness, after 
what seemed to promise something new. And 
what should he see there but his own, own old 
Requilda ! It seems she had neyer been really 
killed, but was only sleeping comfortably all these 
years in the Virgin's arms. Not only was she 
living, but according to some authorities, her vir- 
ginity had been restored to her; certainly all the 
very best people of the neighbourhood called on 
her as if nothing wrong had ever happened. Don 
Juan, charmed at the course events had taken, settled 
down very sensibly to end his days in a goody- 
goody sort of way at his hermitage, while Kequilda, 
with a good sense equalling his own, built a convent 
quite close to his cell, and always kept it stocked with 
the prettiest possible novices and nuns. Garin was 
appointed their confessor, and he earned for himself 
such a reputation, that after his death, at a good old 
age, his body was carefully embalmed by the ad- 
miring nuns. It was preserved for ages in a drawer 
of the Sacristia, but was lost at the time of the 
French invasion in 1811, with other priceless relics 
and treasures. 

Sounds as though of strife raging outside inter- 
rupted our study of these mediseval marvels. Rush- 
ing to the window for the better enjoyment of 
anything that was going on, imagine our feelings on 
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beholding Miss Willocks the heroine of a street row. 
She was standing at bay with true British valonr, the 
fixed bayonet of our soldiery being worthily repre- 
sented by her parasol, while a crowd of women and 
children with shouts and execrations was surrounding 
her. The assailants were led on in this uneven en- 
counter by an aged crone, whose ferocious excitement 
in the assault was horrible to behold. Of course we 
ran out to the rescue, and after a short skrimmage 
bore our compatriot away in triumph, while she 
shouted defiant denunciations of vengeance, in which 
the English Consul and this world's fleets and 
armies were miugled with unpleasant prophecies for 
the future, every beast of the Apocalypse being 
made to take part. But the aged crone beat 
her hollow in execration and eccentricity of abuse 
impossible to chronicle in their entirety. The last 
words I heard fi-om those toothless jaws were " pulpa " 
(a favourite term of Spanish low-life abuse — the 
pieuvre of Victor Hugo's book) " que pulgas te coman 
les ojos ;" on which benign wish the curtain fell. 

Of course the attack had been most "unprovoked ;" 
our fair champion explained, having " only,'' as she 
said, stopped to examine a Madonna's shrine in the 
market-place, and pointed it out to the old crone 
and a few select friends who were saying their prayers 
there as " no bueno — no bueno." This it was which 
had aroused their unseemly wrath ; and, indeed, as 
the lady truly observed, " if one can't say what one 
thinks, one might as well be bom an idiot at once." 
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She further added, " I*m an Englishwoman of good 
birth, and a Protestant, thank God, and I don't 
care who knows it ; and considering my connections, 
if the Government does not take this matter np. 
Tommy shall at any rate know the reason why ; and 
the Prime Minister be made to understand that 
British females and their religion must not be insulted 
with impunity by nasty common foreigners." 

Geese may have saved Home, but I should imagine 
that many more Miss Willockses would cause an 
uprising of nations against Great Britain. 

Again under way, the drive up the mountain road 
was pleasant enough, being enlivened with much goodly 
" discourse " and song. 

I occupied the rotonda of a diligence with a Priest 
from Gerona, his Ama, or housekeeper, who was fat, 
dark, and pleasant to behold, in age about three-and- 
twenty, and the Spanish gentleman, our fellow- 
traveller in the train. All the party could speak French 
more or less, so there was no barrier to sociability. 
My fair compatriot's adventure naturally came under 
discussion; and it was pleasant to hear the Padre 
speak with great moderation of the Protestant pecu- 
liarity of Bible and tract smuggling into Spain. He 
also said he much wished to visit England, so as to have 
a glimpse at a state of society which could produce 
women so different to all Catalonian ideas of women- 
kind as the senora in question. He had hitherto 
supposed that the much-talked-of English eccentricity 
was confined to the men of the nation. 
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The good-looking Ama was less charitable. ** It 
is indecenty" she exclaimed. ** My blood boils when 
I see the strange goings on which foreigners 
allow themselves in this Christian country. To see 
that old English woman with her petticoats tucked up 
to her knees in a way that makes any modest Catalan 
woman shudder, one almost wishes for the days of 
the Inquisition and its (mto» de fi io come back. 
Though what can be expected of the people of a country 
where priests get married, where no one is baptized, 
and where clouds always hide the blessed daylight ? " 

** But, senora," I suggested, ** do you not see 
any compliment in our wishing to travel among the 
marvels in Spun ? " 

** Nonsense ! It is no compliment when your coming 
makes eggs and butcher's meat so dear no one can 
afford to buy them. One needs btien estomago to put 
up with it ! '* 

'' Tou should be more lenient, senora, to people 
who come from ao far to see and appreciate such hand- 
some faces as yours uid all the other beauties your 
country contains." 

** Beauties, indeed ! What do uiy of you know 
of beauties ? Tou go pottering about old buildings 
and after rubbish of every description. Even the 
lovely images of the Santissima, with her great gold 
crowns and robes of exquisite fashion and embroidery, 
can't satisfy your ideas of artists' work. Tou prefer 
some old Moorish witch's handiwork ! " 

** Never mind| Sir Englishman/' cried the priest^ 

X 
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laughing cheerily. " She is a woman. We have all 
to snbmit to them. The mare's kicks are caresses to 
the horse. She doesn't mean a qaarter of what she 
says — ha, ha, ha ! " 

'' Dear Senora Ama," said the Spanish gentleman, 
" let us try not to be pufiFed up by pride. Though 
truly it is difficult when we look at the scene around 
us ; and think, too, of what awaits us on the moun- 
tain top ! Ah ! wife of my soul! daughters of my 
eyes and heart ! why, ah ! why, have I been so cruel 
as to deprive you of all this happiness ? " 

Here the speaker edged himself close up to the lady 
he addressed, and I distinctly saw him, in his absence 
of mind, put one arm round her waist. She did not 
appear to be conscious of the fact, but the priest, 
though at the moment he was glancing over his 
breviary, was vividly so. The reverend gentleman, in 
fact, trod on the senora's foot so heavily as to cause 
her to give a little scream. Of course she looked 
absurdly innocent, and, as a victim to unjust suspicion, 
glared at her protector reproachfally for the remainder 
of the journey. 

Miss Willocks could not see that the people she 
was seeking to proselytize were, if not contented with 
their religion, at any rate disinclined to consult a 
middle-aged English spinster as to any changes in it. 
What she could see was, that Spaniards differed in 
ideas from her and her clique, and she thought they 
should consequently bear to be butted at with her 
hard rams'-hom-like prejudices. 
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The Ama, equally one-sided in her views, closed 
her handsome eyes pertinaciously to the benefits 
that foreign tourists bring in their train. She only 
noticed how they clashed in their customs with her 
own notions of correctness, and despised them accord- 
ingly ; at any rate she had no thought of interfering 
with their various hobbies or heresies. 

Gladly would I enlarge on the fine panoramic views, 
which must have 'abounded at every turn of the road 
as it wound circuitously up the mountain side. But 
beyond an occasional glimpse at the plains below, 
taken when clear springs dripping from a rocky bed 
tempted us to alight, I was too much occupied by the 
hicessant chatter kept up in the rotonda to have any 
spare attention to bestow elsewhere. The beautiful 
features of nature were forgotten in the interesting 
study my fellow-passengers afforded. 

None of them possessed of much worldly experience 
or student lore, they all had in their sayings, in a more 
or less degree, the far greater advantage of originality 
in their ideas, springing from simplicity, and a pleasant 
fearlessness in giving expression to them. 

" There's not a joy the world can give, like that it 
takes away," I quoted pensively to myself, while watch- 
ing the keen appreciation of feeble witticisms, the token 
of honest belief in old traditions and keen enjoyment 
of small pleasures displayed by those happy pilgrims. 
Some of them may not have come up in their ideas of 
rigid morality to the strict standard of the late Mrs. 
Hannah More, or my friend Miss Willocks, or in 
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refinement to the noble author of the aboye quota- 
tion. Their share of li^ was apparently, howeyer, 
unblighted by such deficiencies^ their laughter and 
songs none the less cheery. 

On reaching our destination^ and drawing up on the 
terrace in £ront of the *' Sanctuary/' I was a little dis- 
appointed by the modem and inartistic style of its 
mass of buildings. As usual throughout Spain, these 
defects are attributable to the French occupation, when 
most works of art were utterly or partially destroyed. 
Since then the money and architectural talent haye 
been lacking for the purposes of reconstruction or 
restoration. 

Of course the first thing to be done was to look 
out for quarters, and monstrous keys were presented 
to us of rooms, according to our kind, opening out of 
large hospital-like passages. No. 4 in the San Benito 
ward was told off to Mandison and me; and we 
astonished the bystanders by saying " we were about 
to wash our hands before dinner." The connection 
of ideas between dinner and washing of hands struck 
all present as original in the extreme ; but they only 
laughed goodnaturedly, and we proceeded to the solemn 
ceremony. 

Visitors who may wish to remain in the healthy 
dimate and halo of sanctity peculiar to the Monastery 
of Montserrat are proyided with rooms, beds, and 
attendance, free of charge : you giye " what you like *' 
on leaying. 

Our apartment was a large, almost empty, entirely 
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unadorned, and bam-like space, with two alcoves, one 
at either end, each of which contained a bed and a wash- 
stuid. Looking from the window a view presented itself 
that eyen the haste to eat^ consequent on early rising 
and high climbing into atmospheres far above the every- 
day level, did not prevent us from lingering over. The 
eye first travelled down a well foliage-filled ravine, 
then rested on a panorama of half the Province of 
Catalonia, that lay map-like with a violet-edged 
boundary of Pyrenean moontains at the foot of the 
steep descent. On two sides of oar foregromid the 
fSEmciful outlines of jagged rocks rose up, confusedly 
piled on one another, and rearing their peaks 
of varied shape from amidst leafy underwood and 
long accumulated shade of ancient forest trees. 
Sounds of water-torrents rushing to the rivers, the 
distant hum of human voices^ and the tinkling of mule 
bells as some new arrivals passed along the road 
skirting the steep wall down which we looked, mingled 
in a dreamy sort of rhythm suited to the scene of 
wild beauty. 

Never were two people in more complete enjoy- 
ment of that buoyant sensation produced by health 
and appetite combined with prospective dinner, placid 
resting-places for the eye, absence of care, and 
hope of novelty. The world looked its brightest to 
both of us on that fine autumn day, and the mental 
photograph taken on the occasion has never, in my 
own case, been erased from memory's scrap-book. 

On rejoining the party we found them unpacking the 
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^^prog" baskets in the comedidor of a small caf6 
restaurant, lately established for the use of visitors. 

It is a Lappy specialty of Spain, where eating as a 
role is much misunderstood, that trayellers arriving 
at a posada — a second-class inn — ^provided with their 
own stock of eatables, are welcomed quand mime. 
The primitive order for a bottle of wine and a bed- 
room is thought sufficient consideration for the '' good 
of the house." 

In the afternoon we proceeded to visit the " Virgin's 
Cave,*' where the Queen of Heaven^ as represented 
at Montserrat, was worshipped till the time of Philip 
m., who got leave from the Pope to transfer the 
statue to its present position. 

The road that winds downward to it from the 
monastery is known as £1 Camino de Plata, and for 
this reason. In the seventeenth centurv there lived 
a fervent devotee of the Virgin, who carried her 
enthusiasm to the extent of assuming in addition to 
her own name of Dona Gertudes de Camporrell Mar- 
quesa de Tamarit, the additional surname of " Mont- 
serrat." She was unmarried at the time of her 
religious monomania. This lady, compassionating 
the difficulties and dangers which had to be en- 
countered by infirm pilgrims when traversing the 
rugged pathway leading to la Santa Cueva, decided 
that the sacred spot should be rendered more acces- 
sible, and to perpetuate her memory she requested the 
monks to get constructed an easy and well graduated 
road at her expense. Such constant calls were made 
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on the good woman's purse for the eflfective carrying out 
of her reverent design (the total cost reached to 60,000 
ducats, in those days a good round sum), that she 
at last gave vent to her feelings of astonishment, and 
possibly of slight irritation, by exclaiming : " Surely 

they must be making that road of silver ! " 

Let us hope the slight penance the good Mar- 
chioness's confessor would inflict in expiation of such 
a mundane utterance sufficed to wash out her carnal 
error ! But the name of El Camino de Plata has ever 
since stuck to the work of her piety. 

Most of our party were of the older faith, and 
remained at the cave for purposes of prayer. We 
of the heretic branch proceeded to '* do *' the mountain 
according to our own energetic ideas. Mandison, the 
young American, and I put on hempen sandals, the 
chaussure de ri^ueur of Montserrat pilgrims, and 
started for a climb up the rocks to visit some deserted 
hermitages, where for so many centuries men, whom 
the world for various reasons rejected — this was pos- 
sibly not their own version of the transaction — ^gave 
themselves to God with much ceremony of fasting, 
prayer, and bell-ringing. It was only when the bell 
ceased that the hermit was known to be dead, but 
never were candidates lacking to take up the dismal 
clatter. 

Returning to the monastery in time for Vespers, 
we heard the young " escolanes," or collegians, sing 
with much cleverness of execution. I cannot tell 
how many small boys are there taught morals, 
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manners, and sufficient Latin for singing in the 
services for a small yearly sum, nor can I say 
what becomes of them when their voices begin to 
" break." I had not the curiosity to inquire, but was 
content to admire the exquisitely sweet effects of 
sound their voices produced, while filling the church 
aisles, which, although night had not yet closed in, 
were enveloped in a dense and premature obscurity. 
Tears came to my eyes. I thought of my native land ; 
of Covent Garden Market, of roasted potatoes, of 
kidneys, and of a similar troupe of small boys singing in 
a less pure atmosphere. Keeping up this train of patri- 
otic ideas, I beheld in the centre aisle Miss Willocks, 
defiantly erect, posing as Britannia, and surveying 
from her immense moral height, everything and every 
one vrith virtuous contempt. The singing, she after- 
wards told me, she looked upon with eyes of scorn, as 
a snare of the "scarlet lady," while as for the 
" nnhappy children " (who by-the-bye looked uncom- 
monly jolly), she had but one feeling — a longing to 
convert them first, and then having cleansed their 
minds, purify their bodies by washing them all 
over " with hot soap-and-water." Even the old faith 
must admit that cleanliness goes with our heresy. 
It was long before Protestant times that a Queen's 
chemise, worn for a long time in fulfilment of some 
pious vow, and dirty, set the fashion of covleur 
I$aheau. 

After dinner, while indulging in cigars and gossip, 
we sat enjoying the glorious view from the Terraca 
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Not even the chill mountain air could keep human 
beings on such a night confined to the tiny eating-room 
of a cafe. 

Meeting many other pilgrims, male and female, at 
the monastery, we all gradually amalgamated into one 
large sociable party, and a proposition having been 
made and agreed to that we should wander forth in 
the moonlight among the hill pathways, Mandison 
kindly escorted one of the lady pilgrims to see the 
cave of Juan Garin. As to myself, being given to 
BoUtude and enjoyment of the picturesque, I climbed 
with my four-footed companion, who rather protested 
against the effort, up a steep track at the back of the 
monastery, till a sufficient elevation being reached, I 
sat down to watch the effect of bright moonlight on 
the scene before me. 

The wide-spread panorama of the plains stood out 
nearly as distinctly, though changed in the charac- 
ter of its grand effect, as when by the afternoon sun- 
light we dwelt on its wondrous extent and loveli- 
ness. The rocks in the boldly-lined foreground were 
of a more silvery grey, becoming more prominent as 
they glistened beneath the moonbeams. Isolated 
trees were as jet-black dots; the dark shadowy recesses 
in the mountain - side more gulf-like ; and the 
apparently objectless scattering of vast stono-heaps 
even more noticeable than in the daytime. 

As I stood there, wondering at so much grandiose 
beauty, thankful for the perceptions that made its 
appreciation possible, suddenly I saw in the air, about 



188 SORTIES FROM *' QIB:' 

midway np the mountain's side, that which appeared 
to be a few white feathers. These floated vaguely round 
the sharp outline of rocks^ and were wafted slowly on- 
ward in their drifting course. Lost for a time in the 
gloom of ravines, they would again come out clear and 
defined in the moonlight, but as yet powerless in their 
£rail existence for good or evil. Soon fresh acces- 
sions joined in that frothy flight — others more — 
till by degrees they became a chief feature even in 
that vast landscape. Still floating idly along, this 
diaphanous grouping— broken through by every jutting 
stone and tall forest tree, for a moment resting in 
dark hollows where torrents loudly roared —accumu- 
lated in redoubled vigour, and scoured about through 
the clear atmosphere that still predominated in spite 
of this fleecy revolution against the monarchy of the 
peaceful moon. 

Smiling at their puny efibrts, and looking with a sort 
of pitying scorn at their futile striving, I lit a cigar and 
lay down, dreamily influenced by that power of abstract- 
ing the mind from things present that certain moments 
and certain scenes will give us. I may have slept ; my 
fancy certainly wandered with an inconsequence worthy 
of dreamland. After many flights it brought up recol- 
lections of some white-spread bleaching grounds once 
seen from the window of a railway carriage in Ireland, 
where the green grass was all flecked with snowy linen. 
Thus it was that on again glancing around the 
fact was not so startling, that where a lovely landscape 
lay but a few moments since, there was now nothing 
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to be seen but a turbulent^ surging^ seething mass of 
white billowy clouds, which had absorbed the wide- 
stretching panorama and all sign of < nature up to the 
level of the monastery, its dark walls being just per- 
ceptible above the thick haze. 

This overwhelming weird-like power was stiU rising 
slowly and unswervingly in great sluggish masses 
towards where I lay watching it. Or was it that the 
mountain sank ? A wild delusion of this kind flashed 
across my mind, as the maddest of ideas will possess 
the sanest brain. Easier to be sneered at than 
accounted for, there are moments when we suddenly 
awake 4o the sense of our utter helplessness to fight 
with the world's cruel array. 

The moon was still shining up above with undimmed 
splendour ; the mountain tips still plainly visible with 
their deserted hermitages, in which men once lived and 
died alone, their last looks resting on the scene now 
rapidly vanishing from my sight, as it may (who 
knows ?) have vanished from theirs. The world 
seemed reduced to that small space my glance took 
in. Everywhere around a chaos of pitiless heavily- 
rolling cloud-heaps, that, sparing nothing, came 
silently, slowly, resistlessly upwards, as though 
bent on the utter destruction of even the little vestige 
remaining of human life and nature's landmarks. 

There was movement everywhere, contrasted with 
a silence which could be felt, — a magical silence 
teeming with unutterable eloquence. Even when my 
feet were steeped in the fog the moonlight was still 
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perceptible as the dominant power higher up the 
mountain. The phantom-like mist closed around me, 
throwing as it were a series of veils of different shades, 
which culminated in one of utter darkness ; but for 
long I could see a pathway of light, less and less 
distinct, that the moon cast downwards through this 
pall of cloud as it crept to the hiU tops, and perchance 
ambitiously climbed far above them into the heavens. 

After trying ineffectually to retrace my steps, it 
became necessary to resignedly sit down and again 
smoke, in the feeble hope that something might turn 
up to save the attack of rheumatism a night spent on 
those damp rocks would entail. • 

Soon the sound of a deep-toned bell was heard from 
the convent. Walking in the direction whence the 
sounds seemed to come, lights appeared flitting about 
through the gloom, and at last I succeeded in joining 
some people, who, headed by one of the guides, were 
going about with torches trying to pick up any stray 
waifs they could find belonging to our party. 

" Now Our Blessed Mother the Virgin be praised !" 
piously exclaimed the guide, '' but where is the other 
senor your friend ? You are not the only victims to 
this specimen of our mountain's sudden fogs. There 
are yet others for whom we are searching — de zeca en 
Meca ! There is the Ama of a holy padre, and with 
her a caballero from Tarragona still to be found ; they 
are certainly safe, for accidents in this ^sacred spot 
are of rare occurrence. The French lady is so terrified 
that she is in hysterics, and insists on her husband 
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takiiig her back at once to Barcelona. Andamos ! " 
On we went. 

At last the lost and the strayed were all fonnd and 
collected together, when after some interchange of 
cigarettes and mutual congratulations, not to say a 
few recriminatory remarks, all retired to seek such 
repose as the hard convent beds might admit of. 



m. 

Next morning, after attending nine-o'clock Mass, we 
proceeded in a body to perform the crowning act 
of a Montserrat pilgrimage, by visiting the Camarin 
or Shrine which contains the celebrated black Virgin, 
so to secure many indulgences for the future, together 
with calm of conscience for the past. 

La Maria Santissima, whose image of blackened 
wood occupies a small room looking by a window 
into the church above the high altar, receives those 
on the list for presentation one at a time. I entered 
the presence with a Priest, who acted as Master of the 
Ceremonies, and under his guidance went through the 
usual form of hand-kissing in, I trust, no irreverent 
spirit. When bowing myself out I was rather startled 
by the dummy figure of a chorister boy, life-size, 
placed near the doorway with a silver plate in his 
hand to receive the pilgrims' offerings. There was 
an expression of such good-humoured ridicule on his 
round, red face, just what my awkwardness on the 
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occasion might so naturally have aroused^ that I could 
have kicked him. 

This sacred spot, which in former times was adorned 
with a throne of precious and gem inlaid metals^ and 
approached up many steps of solid silver^ is now in- 
debted for its effect on the imagination to old asso- 
ciations of sanctity and the very meanest possible 
upholstery display. 

The pilgrims were loud in their lamentations on the 
subject of the Holy Shrine's denuded poverty. 

I am far from wishing to speak in a prejudiced 
spirit of a group of sculpture which has been so 
long surrounded with an especial sanctity, but it 
struck me that St. Luke, to whom it is attri- 
buted, has failed to impress it with the celestial 
character I should have expected to see imprinted 
there. Monsieur Pigache, in a reverential whisper, 
cynically remarked on the same subject. He said on 
coming out of the sanctuary : ** Je ne suis pas grand 
connaisseur en objets d'art, mon cher Monsieur 
Edouard, mais je trouve, moi, que pour un travail 
d'Apotre cette Vierge-la, comme disent les artistes, 
manque diablement de chien." 

Of course we both perceived, nevertheless our criti- 
cism, the delicious perfume emanating from the Holy 
Image, for which, as the guide-books say, " no one 
can account/' I trust we succeeded at any rate in 
appearing to share in the feelings of devotion the 
scene inspired, and not in any way hurt the feelings 
of the many who were so deeply impressed by the 
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ceremony. The gentleman from Tarragona came out 
sobbing with emotion, and uttering his usual lament : 
"Esposa de mi corazon ! hijas de mi alma ! — Wife 
of my heart ! daughters of my soul ! why, ah ! why, 
are you not here ?*' and all the company appeared to 
feel that a great event of their lives had just been 
solemnly accomplished. 

I was rather astonished that the Willockses should 
show on this occasion, but there they were. They 
both declined, greatly I could see to the relief of 
the attendant priests, to enter the Camarin and 
kiss hands. They were " collecting evidence," were 
there in performance of a "duty," but determined 
that every one should see they did not come for 
pleasure. 

Miss Willocks* behaviour was a study. Unbending 
in the extreme, she seemed rather to fancy herself in 
the vicinity of some rival in the flesh, whose pre- 
tensions to greater beauty and accomplishments she 
declined to recognise, whatever " other people might 
think.'* The American declared that she looked as 
happy as "an eel in hot vinegar." The door of the 
small closet where the Virgin receives is left open the 
whole time of the ceremony, so Miss Willocks was 
enabled to criticise through her double eye-glass the 
dress and features of the Madonna. With a scornful 
and snorting air of superiority, requiring no translation 
even to those not understanding her, she indulged in 
a series of depreciating remarks. It was a relief to 
me when I saw her march out leaving behind her a 
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bundle of the *' bong mos " and a feeling of universal 
execration. 

My French friend again addressed me in a mys- 
terious but irreverent whisper. ^'Tenez, Monsieur 
Edouard/' he said. '' Quelqu'un k la recherche d*une 
religion qui verrait tout cela so trouverait diablement 
embarrass^ entre les deux ! Et nous voici, ou je me 
trompe, en plein dix-neuvi^e si^de ! — ^fichtre ! " 

We next proceeded to inspect a room of which the 
walls are quite covered with pictures representing poor 
human nature in every conceivable kind of peril — from 
ehild-birth to tumbling into canals — and commemo- 
rating rescues effected by timely appeals to the Virgin 
of Montserrat under the various difficulties. These 
votive offerings, though saying much for the grate- 
fid piety and sense of favours to come on the part of 
those presenting them, testify poorly for the state of 
art in modem Spain, if they may be taken in exempli- 
fication of it. They must have been contracted for in 
the lot and executed by the same artist. No mistaking 
his bold treatment of the various subjects. In all of 
them the blue, red, and yellow draperies, varied with 
green, lilac, and orange, immortalize the actors in 
those hairbreadth escapes with a painful degree of 
sameness. A book containing the relation of three 
hundred and fortynseven miracles has been unfortu- 
nately lost. Is it wrong to say, '* Pity the pictures 
have not disappeared also " ? 

Our poor pilgrimage was destined to the same fate 
as the more mundane picnici for the weather changed 
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to rain. The dreary prospect was consequently pre- 
sented of an afternoon to be spent either at the caf6 
or in the solitudes of our " aposentos.** 

After a little grumbling, and trying to brave the 
outside torrents and fog, we settled down to make the 
best of the unpleasant occurrence. Causing a brasero 
fall of charcoal to be brought into the dining-room, 
we sociably shut ourselves up there, and experimented 
as to the first stages of asphyxiation ; then, by way 
of trying to forget how unpleasant they were, we played 
lansquenet. 

Is it irrelevant here to say that we discovered 
scratched on a pane of glass in one of the windows of 
our prison for the afternoon the name of Mademoiselle 
Jones de Clapham " ? That lady will be glad to know 
— should this meet her eye — that the inscription record- 
ing her visit and good taste still remains untampered 
with. We drank her health, expressing a hope that 
she may have been equally fortunate — that she may 
still be Miss Jones. 

It was now that Parkinson's good breeding showed 
itself: the mere mention of cards conjuring up ideas 
of losing his all by gambling. *' I promised my poor 
father never to touch a card," he said; so with a 
bottle of brandy under his arm he retired to his rest, 
and was not again seen till night, when he appeared 
for a second bottle, which, with sleep, was to solace 
him till the following morning. 

As for ourselves, not being possessed of his resources, 
when the cards began to pall the case looked serious. 

\* 
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Bad weather indoors, as well as outside^ beginning to 
threaten — a little sparring of words had sprang up 
between two of the ladies — ^as a last resource, I sug- 
gested that we should *' tell stories." 

The scheme was approved of, and by way of in- 
augurating it with due solemnity, the Padre from 
Gerona volunteered to relate to us the true history 
of the Holy Image. He had collected it from the 
writings of learned divines, many of whose valuable 
works he said he had consulted with much edification 
in the libraria that very morning. 
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THE CHEONICLE OF THE SANTA 

IMAGEN. 



'' The Qaeen of Heaven, sitting on her throne of 
light, condescended to notice that of all the hymns 
snng in honour of her divine beauty, none sounded 
more sweetly than those couched in the Catalan lan- 
guage. Deigning to think the faithful of this kingdom 
worthy of some especial mark of her celestial approval, 
she with much a£fability directed the Blessed Saint 
Luke to carve a group out of a rare and perfumed 
wood, that should represent herself and Son. Ap- 
proving of this work when completed, the Blessed 
Mother confided the priceless treasure to St. Peter's 
care, saying to his Holiness, 'Go, Senor Santo Pedro, 
go tell the Catalans I love them, and in token of my 
love give them this image of myself, that they and 
the world may adore it throughout all time.' 

" The Holy Saint arrived safely in the port of 
Barcelona with his precious charge, where the Holy 
Image was received with grateful enthusiasm, remain- 
ing there for several centuries. But, ay de mi, 
days of persecution and violence dawned, which 
necessitated the hiding away of our beloved Jerusa- 
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lemitana, by which name the Image had come to be 
known. In the year 718 it was placed by careful hands, 
you may be sure, in a cave of this mountain. There 
it remained for nigh two hundred years, the place of 
concealment unknown, the secret having died with 
the unhappy martyrs of those unhappy times. Tra- 
ditions, however, remaining of the existence of our 
Peai'l, heaven was persistently besieged by the prayers 
of all the pious Catalonians that their Treasure might 
be restored to them. It was the ambition of all that 
our country should again have to boast of the possession 
of a Shrine equal in sanctity with that of the Virgen 
del Pilar at Saragossa, where the inhabitants were 
becoming puffed up with pride and conceit at what 
they considered the Virgin's exclusive favour for them. 

" La Santa Madre at last took pity on her humble 
adorers. Calling about her the angels, she bade them 
take steps for revealing the secret of two hundred years, 
and thus it was that their celestial sovereign's orders 
were obeyed. 

" On many occasions strains of the most delicious 
music were heard by some simple shepherds, whose 
flocks browsed on this mountain of Montserrat. At 
night they saw lights of surpassing brilliancy, and the 
simple creatures hastened, as their duty clearly was 
in such a case, to acquaint their priests of these pheno- 
mena. The subject becoming the talk of the country, 
at last reached the ears of a bishop who happened 
to be at Manresa. That most reverend father, accom- 
panied by learned clerks, whose carefully-written 
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evidence remains an undoubted proof of the truth of 
these miracles^ was led by a divine instinct to the 
Virgin's cave. 

''This was what the holy man beheld on entering. 
Thrice happy bishop! He beheld the Queen of 
heaven and earth seated on her throne^ surrounded by 
a guard of tens of thousands of angels, who were 
singing, ' Salve, Begina, mater misericordisB.' Some 
were burning incense of celestial perfume before their 
Mistress, while they offered to her the homage of 
Catalonia of Spain — of the whole world ! 

"An 'Alleluia' and the 'Gloria in Excelsis' repeated 
by thousands of cherubim re-echoed through that cave 
when Maria Santissima, with a smile on her beautiful 
lips, announced her intention of establishing a throne 
here for ever. These were her very words, as after- 
wards written down by the bishop : ' The Catalans 
shall ever be my children of predilection ; nations shall 
envy their good fortune, and pilgrims come with rich 
gifts * (here I uncomfortably remembered the mom- 
ing^s offering of half a franc, and felt overwhelmed 
with shame at my shabbiness) ' to ask indulgence 
at my shrine.' Then addressing herself to the bishop : 
' And you, fortunate and blessed representative of my 
people, you who have been chosen to take this my 
image from its hiding-place to the public and eternal 
throne I have elected to fix on Montserrat — take it 
in your arms and bear it away.' 

" The poor bishop (poor ! no, not poor, but most 
blessed of bishops, who afterwards became an illus- 
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trious cardinal), fnll of ineffable joy, prostrated himself 
and sang the ' Gloria in Excelsis ' as he turned over in 
his mind the apparent impossibiUty of carrying a group 
of such size. Determined, howevery to make the 
attempt, he arose and respectfully encircled the blessed 
group with his arms. Imagine his surprise, and that 
of the credible witnesses, when it was found that the 
sacred image weighed no more than a grain of wheat. 
So, not the least bit out of breath, singing the ' Nunc 
Dimittis,' and followed by the populace, he walked 
away with the treasure, with which he counted on 
enriching his own cathedral. 

''But the good prelate quite erred in his calculations. 
In the excitement of that moment of ecstasy, he had 
forgotten the Virgin's words, that at Montserrat was 
to be her throne. They were, however, soon recalled 
to him. 

'' On the procession arriving at this spot, where 
the Santa Madre is now worshipped — where we all 
knelt to-day — ^the bishop's load became as heavy as 
lead, and he was obliged to let drop the blessed image. 
Then the united efforts of the whole party were in- 
sufficient to move the sainted Mother and her Child, 
and they have ever since remained here. 

*' No blighting sneers of disbelievers can be cast on 
any of these occurrences. Every precaution was taken 
by the worthy bishop, to whom the statue's recovery 
was intrusted, that from beginning to end of this 
splendid history no unauthenticated detail should mar 
the effect such a miracle would, he knew, produce on 
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the minds of every generation to the end of the world. 
Even the name of the master of those shepherds who 
first heard the heavenly music — their glory only sub- 
servient to that of the holy bishop — ^has not perished ; 
one Gaballer, of what is now Monistrol, we find recorded 
as being the individaaL Until the beginning of this 
century, among many other precious relics, preserved 
firom the days of that wondrous event, were the wooden 
platters used at their repast by the humble pastors 
first chosen to indicate the place of our Perla's con- 
cealment. 

'' On these many wonders becoming known, the 
whole Christian world combined in building a temple 
on this spot, and till evil days its altar had treasures 
heaped up worthy of its sublime reputation. Praised 
be Heaven, we still have our Virgin with us. No 
wonder Catalonia's sons are good and brave, while 
they have the privileged watch-cry to encourage them 
— * Por la Virgen de Montserrat ! * " 

A murmur of applause rewarded the exertions of 
the good priest, who blowing his nose loudly, spat 
on the floor, then lighted a cigarette, which the Ama 
had made ready to refresh him after his elocutionary 
effort. 

The Spanish gentleman broke out into his usual 
form of expletives on the loss of instruction and 
amusement sustained by his '' idolised'' wife and 
daughter. As Madame Pigache rather maliciously 
observed, he never made it very clear, whether 
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those ladies of his family had been inyited to join 
in his expedition, and if so, what family reeisons had 
compelled them to decline doing so. 

Mandison was the next called upon for a contri- 
bution to what might be called the " rainy-day-amuse- 
ment fund.** My idea, though so wanting originality, 
had become a little popular, as the pilgrims found 
that whispered conversations and intelligent panto- 
mime might be kept up together with a pretence of 
listening. 

My friend professed to be a little diffident, and also 
rather hopeless of rendering any incident in his career 
interesting to such a mixed audience. I reminded him 
of a yam he had often spun me when inclined to be 
communicative. 

"But," he said, "none of them know anything 
about the scene of the adventure, and are sure not to 
understand it.*' 

" So much the better. To be unintelligible is one 
of the first steps towards being impressive. Besides, 
you can alter and cut down. You might change the 
scene to the south of France, or, if you wish to bring 
in costumes, the period to that of the dark ages, and 
serve it up as being ' adapted ' from the original.** 

" If there was any one here," said Miss Willocks, 
plaintively, " who cared to help these poor heathen, 
not to say idolaters, — any one who loved the truth 
and could speak French fluently, — then I would ofiier 
them two or three attractive leaflets, which, care- 
fully translated, would be not only interesting, but 
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inyigoraimg. Here is one entitled '' A Sinner's 
Stumble down a steep Precipice/' which I consider 
peculiarly applicable to this occasion. 

''If Mandison absolutely refuses to be obliging. 
Miss Willocks/' I observed, '' I will translate the 
whole of your valuable literary stock." 

" Ah ! well, supposing I try," exclaimed my friend, 
brought to reason by this threat, and fixing his eye- 
glass in a determined manner; '' here goes ! " 

With his able assistance, and a few more repetitions 
of the story, I have since been able to vmte it out 
in full. Though differing from the curtailed edition, 

which the Montserrat pilgrims listened to, it is sup- 
posed to be a '' full, true, and particular account " 
of what happened to him once when on detachment 
duty in Ireland. 
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"LADY HEAKNE." 



In the year '68, 1 was quartered with my old corps in 
the Boyal Barracks, Dublin. An order arrived late one 
night in October, directing that a captain, subaltern, 
and fifty men of the corps should proceed at once to 
Tuam. I had then just got my troop, and as next on 
the roster for duty, was told ofif to command the party, 
** Daddy " Fenneran going with me as subaltern. The 
directions were, that we should start by train at an 
early hour next morning from Eingsbridge Station for 
Athenry, and march thence to Tuam, where further 
orders would be communicated. 

The object of this mission was kept a secret — and 
for the matter of that is an undivulged one to this day, 
as at Tuam we were merely told to march on to 
Ballinrobe. All I know farther is, that one Father 
Gonroy was at that time making himself obnoxious 
to the authorities. He had been cited to appear 
at the Four Courts in Dublin to answer charges of 
bribery and coercion at some election. As he had 
delayed putting in an appearance, it may have been 
supposed that his movements would be expedited by a 
troop of horse being sent down in the direction of his 
core. 
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To me the " route " was not unwelcome, as a tem- 
porary absence might, I thought, relieve my mind of 
some embarrassment with reference to two or three 
of Dublin's fair daughters, who were in daily expecta- 
tion at that time of receiving a formal offer of my heart 
and hand — remember, I am referring to the days of 
my giddy youth ! 

We reached Tuam late in the evening of the first 
day. After going round to see the nags billeted I 
found Master Daddy had installed himself in the best 
inn's best room, out of which I took the liberty 
of ousting the interesting youth. 

At daylight we were again on the road. You 
may be sure that I did not under-estimate the im- 
portance of my mission, or that of a Captain of 
Dragoons riding out at the head of his troop, and 
going for the first time on an independent command. 

True, there was little promise of honour to be 
gained, but what there was to be done I determined, 
with a glow of martial ardour, should be done welL 
Then, was there not a chance of diversion turning 
up ? Surely a young Captain with a bran new 
uniform, to be brought out on state occasions, could 
play no other than a distinguished role among the 
pretty girls of the West ! 

Happily the weather was fine — rain would have 
sadly marred our effect — and everywhere as we 
marched along the roads crowds collected to honour 
us with their stares and loudly expressed admiration. 
No greater man than the *' Captain/' I felt sure, in 
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any connty we passed through — and I became every 
moment more pleasantly conscious of being the right 
man in the right place. 

On marching into Ballinrobe its inhabitants tem- 
pered with some sorprise their pleasure at seeing 
** the Army." They professed not to be conscious of 
any reason for their minds being thus over-awed by 
military display. As I had received no further orders 
at Tuam, beyond that we were to go on to Ballinrobe, 
I was in as happy a state of ignorance as the towns- 
people. 

At last a rumour got about that we had been sent 
to " catch " Father Conroy, and we came in for a 
little mild " chafif " in consequence. 

" And so it's Father Conroy you d be catching, is 
it ? Bedad, and it's terrible early risers ye'll have to 
be for that same, Captin ! To git his Bivrence 
if himself doesn't help you, will be like trying to get 
the fish out of the river by coaxing them." This 
from one of the good-looking daughters of the land- 
lord at our so-called '' Hotel." The young ladies had 
put on their best clothes and sweetest smiles for the 
purpose of wheedling compliments for themselves out 
of the Sassenach officers, and coin for the paternal 
pockets. Of course we followed up with flattery of 
the bright eyes which shone laughingly at our feeble 
e£forts at repartee, and with requests for a loan of 
their brilliancy to help in any coaxing process that 
might be required. Our dull English brains were, 
however, no match for the sharp wits of Irish girls, 
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and we were " walked round " by them with humi- 
liating ease. 

The barrack at Ballinrobe is built on the ruins 
of a still older building, of some importance in 
its day, known as " the Castle.'* Some outside 
rubble walls of enormous thickness, with a few of the 
rooms which belonged to the more ancient structure 
still remain, together with a long, dreary-looking 
gallery that was shown us as representing the " OflB- 
cers' Mess-room." In this the lofty roof of black 
rafters was almost hidden in gloom, which a small 
amount of light penetrating through windows, narrow 
and few, was insufiBcient to disperse. A quaint old 
fireplace yawned at the further end of it, with a 
chimney-piece so high up that I remember we had 
to stand on tiptoe when putting pipe and 'baccy- 
pouch on its oak shelf. Furniture there was none, 
except a rickety table and some disjointed chairs; 
so until something had been hired to make the place 
habitable, Fenneran and I continued to reside at the 
*' hotel." 

We found Father Conroy to be quite the hero 
of the moment in Ballinrobe. His doings were dis- 
cussed wherever groups collected for conversational 
purposes ; his sayings were repeated as being the 
acme of wit ; and his opinions on every subject quoted 
as definitive — from the fishing in Lough Carrib to the 
pattern of our host's " skin-plates." His Beverence 
made fine weather or foul to the little world of those 
parts. Even a scarlet coat — usually pretty potent 
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in Ireland — had, we fonnd, no chance of diyiding 
the interest with sach an oYerwhehning black cas- 
sock. 

The first fire that was lighted in the mess room — 
which we had determined on nsing jointly as ''bed- 
room, kitchen, and all " — nearly ended in a general 
conflagration of Government property at Ballinrobe. 
Sach a blaze burst out from a long accomolation of 
Boot and old birds' nests, that the whole of the detach- 
ment had to tnm oat and act as an impromptu fire 
brigade. 

The discovery that a chimney-sweeper was among 
our most urgent requirements was the means of intro- 
ducing to us a young phUosopher, who arrived ftdl of 
the importance natural to the character of '' the sweep *' 
of the parish. He was ten years old, and accounted 
for his appearance in so important a position by saying 
that at the age of five his mother, a lady named Biddy 
Byan, had, for the sum of one shilling, sold him to his 
present master^ who, discovering his natural and pre- 
cocious talent, had thus turned it to account. The 
maternal parent, who was a road tramp and Fair 
follower, had been unable fco resist the opportunity 
for spending so large a sum *' aU at one go " in the 
whisky shop. She had made her son over with the 
recommendation that he shouldn't be allowed to 
forget the ''taste of a bating," to which she had 
accustomed him every day, with the conscientious 
intention, as she said, of " making a man of him." 
If a love for whisky, as well as a wondrous volubility 
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in qnaint oaths, both startling in one so yonng, are to 
be taken as any test of manliness, then the fond 
mother's measure of a daily ''bating" maybe con- 
sidered to have resulted in a thorough success, and 
may be recommended for imitation. 

'* Young Nick," as the men christened him, told us 
that he enjoyed his small portion of life excessively, 
and only asked from Fate, to make him perfectly 
happy, that all chimneys might be built as wide as 
those in our Barracks. 

As blithe as a blackbird in a bush he sang amidst 
the soot, and when his work was completed he shook 
it off in dark clouds by dancing an Irish jig. This 
outlet for his vast fund of animal spirits was also 
intended for our delectation. I trust that his soot 
still lies as lightly on him ! 

After six weeks of dawdling about Ballinrobe and 
its immediate neighbourhood, not '* astonishing the 
natives" half as much as we had proposed to our- 
selves, a not unwelcome order came for our return 
to Dublin. 

The night previous to our departure a Mr. Mc- 
Carthy was good enough to bid us to a farewell feast 
at his house. Our host had three good-looking 
daughters, with whom we had done some desultory 
walking about and nonsense talking. There was a 
large party assembled. One of the gentlemen, with the 
most perfect specimen of an Irish brogue — ^his name 
I now forget — was effusively loyal in his remarks during 
dinner, but they were counteracted after the subse- 
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qnent ^' tumblers " had been enjoyed, by his becoming 
wildly Fenian, as we should now call it. There were 
two young ladies, the Misses Milligan, one in a 
black gown and white shoes, the other, for the sake of 
graceful variety, in a white gown and black shoes. I 
heard one of these damsels tell our host, in a stage 
whisper, that her brother, who was invited, had sent 
a message by her to the effect that, having ^^ neither 
manners nor clothes good enough for the soldier- 
o£E[cers," he had gone to smoke a ''poipe*' with 
Father Conroy, who had just come back from 
'* DawbUn." 

This quiet-going social gathering 'was mingled 
with some slight originality. A remark of the black- 
draped Milligan, in reply to an oflFer of soup, that she 
was " not partial to broth" rather pleased me. The 
gentleman with the brogue began by being extremely 
bland. 

A glass of sherry woine wid ye, Captin?" he said; 
ye corme to a loyal part of the conthry and a thrue 
part of the conthry. Divil a ribel betwane this 
and Oireland's Oye. It's the gurls, bad luck to thim, 
that wad be afther making ivry morther's son ribels 
if they could, so as to get the red coats afther 
thimselves — the wicked darlints ! The loikes of your 
horse soldiers, Captin, I niver yet seen— they'd be bad 
to bate in bewty. Do ye moind the extrame iligance 
of the rid jackets, Miss Milligan, and the gentale look 
that the goold shtroipes give thim? Not the laste 
doubt in life but yew do !" 
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Miss McCarthy, whom I had the honour of 
taking in to dinner, was inclined to be facetious 
on the subject of my confidential mission to the 
Co. Mayo, and professed herself anxions to know 
how my services would be rewarded by a grateful 
country. The " boys " in those parts, she said, didn't 
care much (whatever the girls might) for ** horse 
soldiers," as they had a skilful knack of catching hold 
of Dragoons by the toes and spurs, and so tilting 
them off their horses. She also gave descriptions of 
the said ** boys' " mode of fighting, vrith scythes tied 
to the end of poles, which sounded very formidable. 
I told the young lady that as we were fortunately 
leaving BaUinrobe without having seen any of 
these principles of warfare put into practice, nothing 
remained but to thank her for such valuable in- 
formation on the subject of the manners and 
customs of her country, and to wish her more 
excitement when the next detachment arrived at 
the barracks. 

In the drawing-room we had a series of round games 
interspersed with renderings of " Moore's Melodies " 
by the Milligans. There was also an antique polka 
for the display of the black and the white shoes ; but 
the event of the evening was a ghost story from Miss 
McCarthy. This was led up to by some reference 
that was made to our approaching departure, and by 
one of the party adding that we should not be allowed 
to leave the barracks vrithout first receiving a visit 
from Lady Heame. On asking for further informa- 

M 
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tioiiy BO as to be Boitably prepared for sach an event, 
it was given at once. 

Ballinrobe Castle was in former times a fortress 
of the Bonrkes, and afterwards feU into the pos- 
session of the Coffe family. It was sold to Govern- 
ment in the middle of the last century by one of the 
Cnffes, and, after being greatly altered, has ever since 
been ased as a barrack. At the time of the outbreak 
of the Scottish B.ebellion, a Captain Heame went there 
on detachment with his troop; he was accompanied by 
his wife, to whom he had only just been married. 
Tradition says that he was ^' handsome " and that 
she was *' lovely." The devotion of this couple to one 
another was of a description rarely met with in these 
degenerate days. Theirs had been a love match. 
Captain Heame, though well connected, was poor, and 
the marriage had been thwarted in every possible 
way by the lady's relations, as they had planned 
a wealthy alliance for her. Not long since, Miss 
McCarthy said, there were old people living in 
Ballinrobe who could remember hearing in their 
youth other old people say how they had seen the 
young couple. They would describe the loving pair 
as they had seen them walking together on summer 
evenings by the banks of the river Robe — he in 
his heavy jack-boots and wide-flapped scarlet coat, 
she in a long trailing white dress. They looked 
80 happy in their love that they were the admira- 
tion of the country round, and the peasant '' boys 
and girls " would go many a step out of their way 
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to greet them respectfolly^ sure of always receiying 
a cheerfal word in return. 

Things went on thus for some time, when mmonrs 
began to arrive which made the lady's cheek blanch 
pale with anxiety, and her pleasant smile to disappear. 
It was said that her husband's regiment was to be 
ordered o£f to the wars ; and no wonder the idea made 
her heart-sick, as terrible accounts were received of 
the carnage consequent on the fierce resistance which 
King George's troops were called upon to encounter. 

At last the dreaded moment arrived. A mounted 
orderly was seen galloping up to the Castle with 
despatches, and before evening it was known in the 
town that the " route " had arrived for the troop of 
Dragoons quartered there. 

'' Lady " Heame, as the peasants called her^ was 
at that time not only unable to accompany her hus- 
band, but her health was found to be such that 
arrangements had to be made for her to continue 
in the barracks. Her approaching confinement, and 
the distress of mind consequent upon her husband's 
departure, rendered her unfit for travelling even the 
shortest distance, or to be moved to another home, 
however near. 

From the day when the order arrived she was never 
seen outside the old castle walls. She sat at her 
window sadly watching Captain Heame and his troop 
ride out of the gate ; then every blind was drawn 
down, and she lived alone in the dreary place, scarcely 
seeing the light of day. A woman-servant from the 

m2 
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town who attended the poor lady gave an account to the 
gossips of a sad parting between husband and wife. 

Till the last moment she had clung to him with her 
arms round his neck, sobbing as though her heart 
must break. Her parting words were to remind him 
of a promise that, whether she were alive or dead, he 
would, on his return from the wars, come without a 
moment's delay to Ballinrobe. She said that while 
she lived she would not leave the spot ; should she die 
before he could return, then she wished to be buried 
near to where they had lived so happily together. In 
the event of her death he was to place some flowers 
on her grave, which, when they had withered, were to 
be kept in memory of her love. Her husband tore 
himself away with a look of anguish on his face 
pitiable to see. 

Words of command, in a dearly-loved voice, sounded 
through Lady Heame's open window in the turret 
still called by her name ; the rattle of steel was heard 
as the men mounted to ride away, a trumpet-caU 
rang out loud and clear, and then came the sounds 
of the horses' hoofs clanging over the stone causeway. 
With tearless distended eyes the lady took a long last 
look as the red coats and glittering sabres defiled past, 
but before the last horseman was out of sight she 
fell back insensible. 

From that moment Lady Heame was a changed 
woman. She would sit all day long listless and silent, 
returning to animation only when letters reached her 
from her husband. It was only three weeks after his 
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departnre that a premature confinement resulted in her 
death. The doctor who attended her wrote an account 
of her last moments^ and conveyed her latest words to 
her husband. '' To our shame," Miss McCarthy said, 
" it is not known where the lady was buried. True 
hearts like hers are not so common that their last 
resting-place should be allowed to sink into obliyion." 

Some time elapsed before the bereaved husband 
could, according to his promise, return to Ballinrobe. 
He was then a Colonel ; still a tall, erect, and noble- 
looking gentleman — but so sad and stem to look at ! 
His poor little wife's heart-broken look, people said, 
seemed reflected in his face. Still young, distinguished 
for his bravery, beloved by his men, he nevertheless 
seemed only to be looking forward impatiently for 
life to end, at a time when others are in the midst 
of its full enjoyment. 

Colonel Heame, remaining for some time at the 
Castle, wandered ceaselessly day and night about its 
gardens, rooms, and corridors — ^then suddenly leaving 
the country was heard of no more. But Lady Heame 
has been seen again ! 

Whenever the " route " comes for any troops 
quartered in Ballinrobe Barracks, it generally hap- 
pens that a night or two before receipt of the 
order a female figure, clad in a white dress, is seen 
gliding about the old building. The phantom moves 
slowly along, wringing its transparent hands as if in 
grief,— up the rambling old staircase, through rooms 
and corridors, past sentries and belated wanderers. 
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till at last it disappears towards the ancient turret, 
down what is commonly known as the '' Dark Walk.'* 
Warning knocks are said to have been heard at the 
doors of o£E[cers and men who were on the point of 
leaying, and sometimes the sonnd of a low, mournful 
wail is carried on the night breeze. Among the many 
who haye seen this apparition, the description never 
differs. A lady, tall and graceful in her movements, 
dressed in white trailing robes, with her head bent 
downwards, as though in sorrowful musing. It is said 
this appearance of Lady Heame*s ghost has the pecu- 
liarity of inspirmg no fear. 

If the barracks have been any time untenanted it 
is also to be seen, in token that troops may be expected 
soon to arrive. Many among the poorer class of 
people, whose livelihood depends on employment from 
the soldiers, often, when the barracks are unoccupied, 
go to visit the phantom's well-known haunts, hoping 
to behold the white lady. She is usually to be seen 
wandering through the Infantry barracks if troops may 
be expected, the Cavalry quarters if any are to be 
ordered away. 

Miss McCarthy gave several well-known cases when 
the mysterious visitor had been seen. One was when 
a detachment of the — ^th Dragoons was stationed at 
Ballinrobe in 1854. A Lieutenant of the regiment 
had been out shooting with one of the townspeople. 
They did not return home till the dusk of evening. 
On entering the castle both distinctly saw a lady in 
a white dress leaning from the window of the officer^s 
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room. The Lieatenant had left his room door locked, 
and his servant had accompanied them oat shooting^ 
so he harried on to find a clae to the enigma. He 
foand the door still locked, no one in his quarters, and 
heard from his friend that it mast be Lady Heame 
whom they had seen. Next day the " roate " arriyed, 
and the detachment was called into head-qaarters, as 
the — th Dragoons were ordered to the Crimea. 

Miss McCarthy concluded by saying : " Take care. 
Captain ; this is no invention. Of coarse we all know 
how brave you English officers can be ; bat if yon see 
Lady Heame to-night, and your cheeks tarn pale or 
your knees shake with fear, yoa needn't be ashamed 
to own it. Many a brave man before yoa has trembled 
at seeing a ghostly visitant. It is said that no fear is 
felt on meeting this ghost; but maybe it applies only 
to us who are used to the sight. Good night !" The 
conversation on the subject had been carried on to the 
time of our departure. 

As Fenneran and I started to walk homewards the 
night was everything that could be desired for ghost 
seeing. Black clouds seemed almost to envelop as. At 
one moment all was as silent as the grave, and then a 
strong gust of wind would rush moaning past, shaking 
the branches of unseen trees and rustling through the 
hedge-rows. Some lights from windows flickered here 
and there, but were of no use in lighting as on our 
road, and we had almost to feel our way back to the 
barracks. 

On arriving at our large and dreary quarters we sat 
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smoking for the last time by the fire, beneath the old 
mantelpiece. A pair of candles stuck in empty wine- 
bottles did little, eyen with the fire's assistance, in 
dispelling the deep gloom of the denuded vault-like 
galleiy. Our surroundings were all of a dreary and 
depressing character. The first few days that fires 
had been lighted in the room, its walls had streamed 
with damp, which looked like the tears of former 
generations, and some of these unsightly streaks of 
moisture might still be traced. The servants had 
packed the luggage that it might be in readiness for 
the early march ; and large black boxes with straw and 
litter surrounding them, added not a little to the 
melancholy effect. We talked over our stay at Ballin- 
robe, dwelling on the brighter features, as people 
generally do when leaving an abode or upon losing 
an acquaintance. Going away makes the heart very 
forgiving, and grievances that appeared mountains 
soften down on retrospection into merely small mole- 
hills of discontent. Of course we discussed the heroine 
of the old turret, but rather in a spirit of incredulity, 
inclining to wonder that superstition could still be 
found existing now that the world was so enlightened. 
Miss McCarthy had told us how firmly the belief in 
the barrack apparition was implanted in the minds of 
the village population, and we agreed how pitiable it 
was to find such a state of things in this nineteenth 
century. 

A sharp knock at our room door made us both start 
as though we had discovered we were sitting on centi- 
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pedes, but immediately after, trying to look as if we had 
not been startled, were both of us pretematurally 
calm. 

It was the corporal in charge of the guard, who came 
to make a report of an unusual character. " The 
gate sentry, sir, reports/* he said, after saluting, 
*' that he has seen a ghost during his tour of duty, 
and the men don't like going on the post alone. 
What do you wish done, sir ? *' 

As I had no special recipe in my possession for 
exorcising spirits, I said that I had no objection to 
the men of the guard going on the post two at a time 
as doable sentries if they chose to lose their rest, but 
that I could not have any more men put on duty out 
of consideration for such absurd fancies. I inquired 
what the sentry had said. His report was that he 
had seen the figure of a woman on the bridge near the 
entrance door — he had told her she could not pass in, 
that she had noiselessly glided past him, and dis- 
appeared in the direction of the stables, near to the 
old turret. He felt sure that he had seen ** Lady 
Heame." 

Corporal, again saluting, departs. I am inclined 
to think that we both were rather sorry when he left. 
He looked so matter-of-fact and phlegmatic — in fact, 
a model soldier — that his presence might have been 
enough to chase away any number of " ghosts," and 
having him with us was rather comforting under the 
circumstances. 

After this interruption, we sat and smoked almost 
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in silence, not feeling qnite so sceptical as before. 
The consciousness of an nnseen presence seemed to 
pervade the gloomy place, and the thought came, how 
many must have sat warming their now scattered 
dust where we then were ! Blasts of wind rumbling 
down the chimney and howling about the old walls 
outside, fiercely protested against any attempt at 
everyday comfort in precincts hallowed by past 
memories of the brave and the fair. At last we 
agreed, Uke frightened children, to take refuge from 
imcomfortable sensations under the bed-clothes, but 
not till we had sought the comfort of maturer years — 
a stiff dose of brandy, and we only left just sufficient 
in the bottle for our holster flasks next morning. 
Daddy Fenneran as junior had to put the Ught out ; 
and soon I fell off to sleep as sound as though in the 
Royal Barracks, where I soon hoped to be. 

For how long this slumber of mine lasted I cannot 
flay, but I was awoke from it in rather a startling 
manner. The fire had burnt out, and the room was 
in utter darkness. My Sub had hold of me by the 
shoulder, and was shaking me violently. I could 
feel his breath close to my ear as he said in hurried 
accents, '' For God's sake, old man, wake up ! 
Listen ! What in Heaven's name can it be ? Of 
course it's nothing, you know, but I thought you'd 
like to be called." 

After the first consciousness of a vague alarm, caused 
by the surrounding darkness and unusual sounds which 
jarred on my instincts, the mind's recollection re- 
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tamed, and by degrees events began to assume a 
recognisable shape. Besides the sound of Fenneran's 
voice, I distinctly heard a low, tremoloas, wailing 
moan, as of a woman. It appeared to be from some 
one who was either in our room or in the corridor. 
Then came a low continuous tapping at the door — 
each knock as unmistakably plain as the wail that 
accompanied them. I sat up in bed and listened. 
Daddy sitting by my side, trembled all over. I 
remembered, with some satisfaction, that I had 
bolted the door on the corporal leaving. 

To be thus suddenly startled from a deep sleep is to 
meet the miracle of existence without the gradual 
habituation that childhood's different stages give. 
Weird ideas springing from unknown sources per- 
vade the mind, and as it is said that into a final gasp 
of life a retrospective glance over all its events may 
be condensed, so there may be into a first awaking 
from sleep a world of terrible presentiment, awe, and 
bewilderment. 

Making a great effort I pulled myself togeth^ as 
well as I could, and determined to try and investigate 
calmly the strange circumstances with which we were 
thus brought into contact. I had always been a firm 
sceptic on the subject of apparitions, but all my dia- 
belief vanished on hearing those mysterious sounds in 
the corridor. 

I never for a moment doubted but that we were 
about to see some spirit from beyond the grave. I tried 
hard to reason myself out of the first natural feeling 
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of fear, to give my mind the power to note carefully, 
and from a psychological point of view, whatever 
might happen. We were there, two of ns, in full pos- 
session of om* faculties ; was it not almost a duty 
that our evidence on the subject could be afterwards 
so clearly given as to dispel all doubts on the 
authenticity of, at any rate, one supernatural ad- 
venture ? 

The taps were repeated, 'the wailing soimd con- 
tinued, and it seemed as though the door-handle 
was turned impatiently. Succeeding with difficulty 
in finding a match-box, never can I forget the 
expression on my comrade's face on a light being 
struck ; he often says that he has preserved the recol- 
lection of a similar look of bewilderment on mine. 
After some whispered conjectures and several attempts 
to account for the strange sounds, we went together 
towards the door. I withdrew the bolt, and it at once 
burst open. A gust of wind rushing in blew out our 
light, but before it was extinguished, it showed us a 
woman's form, which remaining motionless for a 
second fell to the ground at our feet. It lay there 
still moaning. The first sensation of terror was 
almost paralysing. But by degrees, surely, I thought, 
no ghost ever yet visited earth retaining with its 
former looks and voice such substantial weight as to 
fjEdl with that dull human thud. Making another dash 
at the match-box, I once more, and with some diffi- 
culty, struck a light. Shading the candle this time 
with my hand to shelter it from the wind now howling 
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through the room, its light revealed a woman 
still unmistakably in the flesh lying huddled in 
the doorway. She was covered with a mass of 
uncleanly rags, which on closer inspection showed the 
outlines of a tattered dress and a thread-bare shawl 
drawn over her head. 

" Why, by Jove ! she's as drunk as Chloe ! *' 

Daddy was right. Starting him oflF to call the 
corporal with some of his guard, I remained alone 
looking at the woe-begone human waif that lay there 
on the ground before me. 

Kaising the shawl, I saw a rugged, deeply-tanned, 
and not utterly unbeauteous face, over which long 
locks of a tawny-yellow strayed in unkempt and 
coarse luxuriance. Evidently a young face, though 
strong lines deeply dented in the forehead, told 
of fierce, defiant passions, having passed through 
brain and heart. The eyes were closed, and their 
long lids drooped over a harsh, uiiwomanlike skin. 
The lips were full and red, and as they parted in 
giving utterance to that unceasing wail, disclosed 
white and even teeth, with which the dark-hued 
skin formed a striking contrast, making them to 
appear more dazzling still. A deep dimple in one 
sunburnt cheek seemed at utter variance with any 
expression such a face could be supposed to assume. 

No mistaking her history. The troops were going, 
so there was no longer a hovel home for her at Ballin- 
robe. From Dublin she had followed them — footsore, 
draggled, and weary — over hard roads where they 
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had ridden easily along, well clothed and cared for. 
Walking wearily through mire and over the sharp 
flints, she mnst wend her way hack. She was their 
chattel, their slave, to be condescended to when 
their hnmonr was smiling, perhaps the butt of 
harsh jokes in their drunken moments of bullying 
and illusage, when it might please their lord- 
ships to tyrannise. Not more than eighteen or 
twenty years of age at the outside ! '' Alas ! poor 
ghost 1'' 

On one of the woman's arms there was tattooed 
a quaint skin-sketch showing two great sprawling 
hearts transfixed by a very crooked arrow, and 
beneath it was inscribed in large, ill-formed letters, 
"John Wilson, Julia Grogan." And the other inner- 
most heart, I thought, the heart of flesh and blood ! 
Perhaps it was not such a bad one as stem moralists 
might wish to prove, seeing its desecrated shrine as 
it lay there. That heart might have loved honestly 
and well, might have sufiered in its love, and then 
hardening against the worid, have brought its girl 
owner to this depth of humiliation. The names were 
not suggestive of romance according to our received 
ideas. Still those blue wavering characters and roughly 
outlined hearts might in spite of their grotesqueness 
be emblematic of some episode where human heart- 
strings have been torn — humble aspirations crushed 
beneath some calamity, perchance commonplace 
enough, but wounding deeply — one out of the many 
unrecorded sufferings having claims upon our sym- 
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pathieSy were they but known. There are other 
sorrows that gall besides those of which the aspect 
is rendered attractive, and even picturesque, by 
a combination of delicate pallor, becoming costume, 
and highly-trained refinement. There are grada- 
tions between virtue and vileness that, in place 
of hard censure would draw forth pitying tears if 
the sad misery of their hardening efiiect were only 
known. 

I am not soft-hearted, but while gently replacing 
the faded shawl over that breathing but unconscious 
woman form I felt sad, for what more saddening sight 
can there be than a wrecked young life ! It is not 
always the worthiest who best pilot their ventures to 
safe ports of success and worldly prosperity. 

Daddy now returning with some of the guard, the 
forlorn creature was carried away ; and we saw that 
she was safely deposited on a straw mattress for the 
night. As they lifted her up a poor little travelling 
bundle fell &om her arm, and its contents were dis- 
played — ^three hard-boiled eggs (provision for the road), 
some rags, and two tattered letters on thin foreign 
paper, directed to her at some Post Ofi&ce. Oh ! so 
thumbed and, as I thought, tear-stained those letters 
were! Perchance the one comfort of that hapless 
woman's life ! They may have contained long-since 
written words of love. Think what recollections of 
" love " must have been to her/ 

So it happened that we did not see ''Lady 
Heame," did not ''catch" Father Conroy, and 
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that Daddy and I returned to Dublin without the 
slightest idea why we had been ordered to spend six 
weeks of our existence in the Barracks of Ballinrobe. 

I joined Mandison in explanations that were occa- 
sionally called for in the course of his narrative. 

The geography of Ireland, and its present political 
position with reference to England, were involved in 
much mystery to a portion of the assembly. To be 
compelled to enter on the latter and more abstruse 
subject — ^where so many better men have failed — was 
no small tax on our ingenuity. 

Madame Pigache andthePriest'shousekeeper wished 
to have a somewhat minute description of British 
cavalry regiments, — their uniform, personal appear- 
ance, and prowess ; also whether they were popular 
among the ladies of the country. Much approba- 
tion was expressed on hearing that in the Emerald 
Isle still lingers so much of the priestly influence 
now mostly associated with other attributes of the 
** good old times.*" Facetious expressions of pity were 
made for ghosts that haunt our cold climate, with 
wonder that when there are other and more genial 
climes in which the favourite moonlight of spectres 
was less varied by clouds and tempest, they should 
not avail themselves of spiritual powers of loco- 
motion. 

Miss Willocks said that she could not quite make 
out the finish of Mandison's story. She thought, how- 
ever, that it must be a mistake for tradition to describe 
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Lady Heame as haying been either well connected 
or well brought np. Women, she said, of snch 
lackadaisical tendencies were a disgrace to their sex, 
and they only encouraged the perverse system peculiar 
to man. If ladies would be more firm, truer to them- 
selves, and consult their dignity a little more, then 
perhaps some persons might be induced to relax from 
their firm determination never, never to get married, 
as husbands ^ould not be led to expect so much from 
their wives. If " Lady Heame," as she called herself, 
instead of fretting and taking on in that absurd way, 
had set to work to mend her clothes, knit her husband 
a set of lambswool stockings, and prepare her mind 
for anything that might happen to him while in the 
wars, where he was likely to be killed any day, there 
would have been some sense in it ; her end would 
not have been so awfiil and so ridiculous, and there 
would have been no ghost rubbish to frighten silly, 
half-educated people with. I agreed humbly, thinking 
what a hard unpleasant person she was. 

The Spanish gentleman was next requested to search 
his experience for some episode in his life calculated 
to entertain a party of pilgrims under stress of weather. 

After glancing for inspiration, first towards the 
ceiling and then at that handsome piece of church 
property, the Priest's Ama, he began in French, not of 
the purest. He was, however, sufficiently intelligible 
to render the notes I made capable of being worked 
into some similitude of his contribution to our small 
stock of amusement. 

N 
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A NIGHT AT THE POSADA DEL SOL. 



Although so long a resident in Catalonia, I never 
forget that by birth I am an Andalaz. My parents 
Kved at Cordova, in the Calle del Cabildo Viejo. By 
the advice of my mother's brother, who was a Cura 
and Canon of the Cathedral, I was sent at the age of 
thirteen to learn the business of a wine-merchant 
with relatives who were established in that line at 
Tarragona, where my home now is. Every second 
year I was allowed to go and see the dear old people 
at home, and those occasional visits to my native 
place were always eagerly looked forward to as the 
bright spots in my existence. The jonmey was not 
so easily accomplished then as it would be in these 
days. On landing at Malaga, there being no public 
conveyance direct to Cordova, I had to hire a horse 
and ride there by Aiitiquera and Aguilar. 

I stopped at nights in small inns suited to my 
modest meanS; but that which now would be looked 
npon as hardship was then nothing but pleasurable 
excitement. 

In those times Andalucia was still the province of 
Spain most celebrated for love, light hearts, music. 
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and song. At night in each village, the hours of 
laboor over, might be heard joyous sounds from 
guitar, tambourine, and castanet. During the midday 
heat, cheerful groups were to be seen sitting beneath 
the shade of trees by roadside wells, discussing the 
last dia de fiesta and its pleasures, while laughter and 
bright looks cheered the traveller's heart as he stopped 
to exchange greetings with the happy peasants, and 
listen to their last bit of village gossip. Those were 
also the days of tauromachia, when gentle and simple 
took delight in the now departing glories of the bull 
ring. The bravery of the bulls and the skill of the 
Toreros at the last Seville or Cadiz corridas were the 
favourite subjects of discussion among the noonday 
loiterers, varied by recitals of the latest daring feat 
of renowned contrabandistaa and mountain robbers. 
If knives were snatched from waistbands in the heat 
of argument, or in a quarrel between rival lovers, at 
that time a wound was not thought so much about as 
at present, and life, if more insecure, was more full 
of romance and enjoyment. Young blood in my 
Andalucia is always at a boiling heat, and such stimu- 
lants as a glance from a sweetheart's eyes, or frowns 
from even a friend, can raise it to a blind frenzy of 
love or rage. 

On one of my homeward journeys heavy rains had 
rendered the road so bad that my horse knocked up 
quite early in the day, and while we were still ten 
miles from Montilla, where I had intended to pass 
the night. Not liking to risk travelling after sunset, 

ii2 
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in a thinly-mhabited district, which bore in those 
days an eyil reputation as being a fayourite haunt of 
robbers, I determined to look out for a nearer halting 
place. For some time the jaded beast carried me 
slowly on through the deep mud, when our track lay 
over low lying ground, stumbling painfully along 
amidst loose stones and over slippery granite in the 
hilly districts. Bitterly did I repent not having fol- 
lowed the royal road by Ecija, instead of branching 
off by the more direct, and also more rugged line of 
country. No sign of house or hovel met my eyes for 
many a weary mile, and my horse became so dead 
beat that at last I got off his back and led him by the 
bridle. There was an intensity of solitude about the 
scenery which depressed even my youthful spirits. 
Not a sound to be heard except the occasional flapping 
of the wings of some large bustard as it flew slowly off 
to the marshes, or the faint howl of wolves from distant 
hills. Sude wooden crosses by the roadside, with 
flints and pebbles piled before them, told a terrible 
tale of murders done there, and how other travellers 
had sought to propitiate destiny in that dreary spot 
by adding their mite to those ominous cairns. Mut- 
tering an Ave Maria^ I added my own contribution 
to the stone heaps as each was passed, and still more 
anxiously looked out for signs of shelter for the night. 
At last the welcome sight of a tiny village appeared 
in the distance, on arriving at the outskirts of which 
I saw a well-looking house, bearing on its walls the 
sign of ^' Posada del Sol.'' Leading my horse in at 



A NIGHT AT THE POSADA DEL SOL. 181 

the doorway I found myself in a large kitchen^ ont 
of which the stable opened, and my salutations to a 
cheerful-looking hostess being civilly responded to, 
I proceeded, with the assistance of a hump-backed 
stableman, to tether my jaded beast. 

No other travellers having arrived I had the fire to 
myself; so borrowing a saucepan I boiled some eggs 
I had bought on the road, which, with some cold 
sausage and a glass of water, were to form the repast 
that in those days contented me. 

The landlady, a bright-eyed Andaluza, pointing to 
a guitar hanging on the walls, said I need not fear 
being lonely even should no other travellers come in, 
as her husband, who was then away at work in the 
fields, was celebrated for his good songs and amusing 
stories ; added to which, she said, the village barber, 
a pleasant gossip, would be sure to drop in. 

Having heard my history, and full details of the 
sea voyage and journey from Malaga, the good woman 
told me in return all about herself and her relations 
to«the remotest degree, together with the private 
history of half the inhabitants of the neighbourhood. 
These subjects being exhausted, she told me that 
there was not accommodation in the posada for more 
than one traveller requiring a bed to sleep in, as she 
had a strange lady and gentleman staying in the 
house, who occupied the entire upper storey with the 
exception of one room, which she had insisted on re- 
taining for any old customer of her house who might 
arrive. I was to be allowed to occupy this room as a 
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fayonr. Ilie barber^ who had once been to Cadiz, and 
who was therefore an anthority, positively asserted 
that her gaests were English people and Protestants ; 
while it was generally agreed in the village that no 
good could ever come of thns admitting foreigners 
into an honest house. 

At first the strange ways of these people had filled 
her mind with uneasy scruples. They seemed to think 
of nothing but eating and of washing their bodies. 
They allowed her to buy every sort of provision re- 
quired without so much as a question as to their 
price. She might, if she chose to be dishonest, 
charge a penny for each egg ! The bargaining, which 
is such a pleasant excitement to people of experience, 
seemed to be quite unknown to them. 

It was not the quantity of food consumed by the 
foreigners that startled her: they did not eat, she 
said, as much as good Catholics, while the senora 
herself seemed to eat nothing ; it was their outlandish 
prejudices on the subject of the preparation of their 
food. Meat or poultry every day, whether fast day or 
not, with vegetables that had to be cooked separately. 

She did not know whether her guests did most harm 
to their souls or their bodies by this meat diet and 
these peculiar fancies. As for a wholesome gaspacho of 
succulent relish, why they would not even look at it ; 
while oil and garlic were their chief abominations. 
The amount of water wasted in baths, and water so 
dear, too ! was such that the aguador supplying the 
posada had been obliged to borrow a friend*s donkey 
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— agreeing to pay for its feed — ^to enable him to 
bring np the necessary quantity from the well outside 
the Tillage. 

Altogether the Ama had, upon consideration, and 
after consulting with the barber^ thought it advisable 
to take precautions likely to prevent evil resulting 
from such heretical goings-on, and had therefore pur- 
chased pictures representing the Holy Virgin and 
some of the blessed saints to hang about her house. 
She had also allowed a gitano to nail a horseshoe over 
the entrance, as he said it was a certain safeguard 
against witches. 

It seems that one early morning, about two months 
previous to my visit, a large coche de coUeras, dragged 
by twelve mules, had drawn up in front of the Posada 
del Sol. A foreign senor, with a red beard, like that 
of Judas Iscariot in the church paintings, which made 
him at once antipatico to the landlady, had entered, 
desiring her and her husband — ^he happened to be at 
home that day — ^to assist in carrying into the house 
a young senora, his wife, who was too ill to con- 
tinue the journey. 

The lady was as beautiful as a cherub, but so pale 
— so pale — unable to move a limb, she was so knocked 
up from the fatigue of travelling. Poor little one I 
though an unbaptized heretic, impossible to help 
pitying her. The man must have been a ^' bestia'' to 
have dragged her about the coimtry considering her 
condition, for after staying three weeks at the inn she 
was brought to bed of a sweet little girl, a darling 
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criatora, that the Ama said she would willingly have 
gone a pilgrimage to any shrine within fifty leagues to 
have been the mother of herself. 

The hideous husband's {&ce, like that of an unhappy 
soul in purgatory, never once relaxed into a smile of 
pleasure, and never once did he display the slightest 
sign of affection for the poor mother or her infant 
child. To be sure, he never left his wife's side for a 
moment; but then his basilisk look was so terribre, 
as he sat there silent and frowning, that it congealed 
the blood in one's veins to look at him. She had her- 
self listened at their door, and had also sent the 
hunchback, who had ^harp ears, to listen by the hour 
together, but without ever hearing a single syllable 
exchanged by that strange pair. 

If all rich foreigners were like that, she said, 
the more is the pity. It shows what comes of not 
having the advantage to be bom a Spaniard and a 
civilized being. At first, the hostess had herself 
looked after the baby; and its mother, as she got 
a little better, seemed to wish her assistance; but 
the senor^s scowling glances had inspired the worthy 
woman with such terror, together with her theories 
being quite upset by the outlandish idea of the 
poor infant's body being every day washed all over 
at the risk of killing it, that the trial had been too 
much for her feelings. She had gradually left her 
guests to continue their own heretical courses without 
the advantage of advice, and with as little of her 
company as possible. 
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The poor lady seemed so unhappy and helpless 
that, in spite of everything, it was impossible not to 
pity her in her grief. To see her lying silent 
and pale, her child clasped to her breast, and she 
sighing as though her heart would break, was enough 
to bring tears from the eyes of a wolf, notwith- 
standing which her husband was as indifferent as a 
corpse to her pain and sorrow. 

•The poor thing was so ignorant that she could 
speak very little Spanish, and that only with great 
difficulty, so that it was no use trying to console 
her with the offers of sympathy of a woman who, 
though not blessed in being a mother, would have 
gladly listened all the day long, had it been possible 
for the young seuora to tell her troubles. 

As I was listening to a description of the wealth of 
the foreign occupants of the posada*s best rooms, and 
the fineness of their linen, which, when it was being 
washed at the river, attracted all the villagers to 
wonder and admire, we were interrupted by sounds 
outside betokening fresh arrivals. 

The kitchen was soon invaded by a party of eight 
sturdy muleteers, who were going to stay all night. 
After the usual interchange of civilities, unloading 
their mules, and turning them into the stable, they 
came to cook the evening meal and join in our con- 
versation. 

The story I had just heard was repeated for their 
benefit, and it drew from them loud exclamations of 
wonder and interest, together with admiration for 
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our hostess's discreet conduct under the very trying 
circnmstances. 

Their own adventures during the day had not heen 
devoid of interest. While journeying from the town 
of Loja, some suspicious-looking feUows, armed with 
trabucos, whom they felt certain to be members of a 
robber-band weU known as '' los nines de Lucena/' 
had passed them on the road. They supposed their 
having escaped molestation was to be accounted for 
by the fact of the banditti being on the look-out for 
some superior prey. From scraps of conversation 
the frightened muleteers picked up while inquiries 
were made of them as to whom they had seen on the 
road, they had reason to suspect that a rich banker 
who was on his way from Malaga to Seville had been 
marked as likely to prove a rich booty. 

The Ama's husband now entering, joined in the 
conversation respecting the proceedings of robber- 
bands in that neighbourhood, telling many terrible 
tales of their ravages and cruelty to unhappy tra- 
vellers. 

In place of onr being merry, and passing a pleasant 
evening, as I had anticipated, a gloom seemed to over- 
spread the whole party. Each in turn recounted some 
history of violence and bloodshed till late into the 
night, when the arrieros rolled themselves in their 
mantas and lay down to sleep in the kitchen, and 
the landlady and her husband, after showing me to 
my bedroom, retired for the night to a loft over the 
stable. 
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Placing my saddle-bags on a chair near the bed, I 
proceeded to take a snrvey of my room. It was 
small, but clean looking. A glass door, behind which 
hung a dark-coloured curtain, gave access to the 
rooms occupied by the foreigners of whom I had 
heard so much, and turning the handle gently I 
was not sorry to find it locked, and also fastened 
on my side. Two or three of the highly-coloured 
efigrayings hung by the Ama as talismans decorated 
the wall. The Virgin of Seyen Sorrows hanging above 
the glass door, and directly facing me as I lay in bed, 
was the last object on which my eyes rested before 
putting out the light. The head of the bed was 
placed against the wall, and next to the only window 
in the room. 

Although sleep soon came to my young eyelids after 
the day's fatigue, it was accompanied by weird dreams ; 
and I several times woke up restless and unrefreshed, 
feeling solitary in that strange place where there was 
no one within call. As often as I slept my dreams 
still haunted me. 

At one time I seemed to be watching a narrow road 
that led up a wild-looking ravine. It was night-time, 
but by the moonlight I could see at the side of 
the hill track, an ambuscade of banditti, partly hidden 
amongst bushes and underwood. Suddenly there 
appeared at the hill-top a solitary traveller, who 
rode slowly down the road towards the robbers* 
hiding place. The black figure of the horseman 
was thrown into strong relief by the light colour of 
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the road. I knew the doom awaiting him, bnt I felt 
rooted to the ground, without power either to offer 
help or give warning of the danger. Still he advanced ; 
a rush was made by the robbers, a momentary strug- 
gle ensued, and once more there was a dead silence, 
while on the white road there lay a half-stripped 
corpse; its unclosed eyes shining feebly in the moon- 
light. Then I fancied that I saw a white diaphanous 
figure, like a concentration of mountain mists, rise up 
from the earth by the dead man's side. This thing, 
with its yague outline of humanity, advanced slowly 
towards the spot where I still stood, holding in its 
phantom arms a bleeding heart, from which dropped 
red heavy drops of blood. At last an intensity of 
terror gave me power to wrench myself free and to fly 
from the hideous object, which, however, followed in a 
slow pitiless pursuit. Over hill and valley we sped ; 
escape seemed hopeless. Suddenly I found myself on 
the brink of a high precipice — a shining river at the 
foot — down which I fell headlong and awoke ! 

The room was no longer in darkness, as the moon 
had risen, and was shining brightly in at the window. 
The change was so startling on my awaking, that it 
almost seemed as though after that dream of death- 
agony I had passed into another world. For a time 
I lay there motionless in a half-entranced state, 
watching the crude, quaint, oppressive glare of the 
moonbeams. 

The whitewashed walls and ceiling glittered as 
though with a coating of newly-fallen snow. In 
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front of me the picture of the Virgin of Sorrow was the 
first thing that caught my eye. The Santa Madre 
was represented drawing aside the red and blue 
drapery covering her bosom, displaying a visible 
heart pierced by a dagger, and I could distinctly see 
every detail, even to the red of blood dripping from 
beneath the dagger's hilt. Her sad, sweet smile 
appeared more full of superhuman love as the white 
light fell on it, the halo surrounding her humbly- 
drooping head to spread far around its soft effulgence, 
and the scarlet blotches falling from the fair breast to 
liquify, as those I had seen dripping from the heart 
borne by the phantom of my dreams. Feeling a little 
soothed, though still haK- scared, I clasped tightly my 
neck amulet, and muttering a prayer tried again to 
sleep, but in vain. I had a strange consciousness of 
being watched by human eyes, and could not shake it 
off. A slight sound in the room caused me mechani- 
cally to open my eyes and look round again, when — 
Madre de Dios — I beheld there, straight in front of me, 
that which showed my instincts had not erred. At first 
I fancied I must still be dreaming, for at the other 
side of the glass door, full in the glare of the 
moonlight, I saw a woman's face, ghastly and as 
colourless as the whitewashed walls. The hair hung 
loosely about the shoulders, the distended eyes were 
fixed on me in a glassy stare, and combined, with 
the loose folds of a white wrapper the figure wore, 
in producing an unearthly look, which reminded me 
of the spirits of poor murdered victims I had heard of 
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haunting the. world, to seek vengeance on their 
destroyers. The eyes seemed bent on me in mute 
appeal, the lips moved, though I heard no sound of 
words, and I asked myself shudderingly if what I saw 
oould be really human. 

One hand pressing against the glass, the white 
lady held in the other, raised above her head, a folded 
letter, of which even the written superscription was 
plainly discernible, so brightly was the moon shining. 
I tried to speak, to move, but I felt spell-bound as in 
my dream, and tremblingly continued to gaze fasci- 
nated at the startling apparition, which the dark 
curtain hanging in the doorway made to appear still 
more white and spirit-like. The face was as beautiful 
as that of the Holy Virgin, the hair golden and wavy, 
arms white and rounded; but there was a look of ter- 
rible agony which obliterated the thought of everything 
else, and which, even now that I am so much older, 
would perhaps impress me with as much awe, if 
seen under similar circumstances, as it did then. 
Presently I saw the dark background of curtain 
drawn slowly aside, while behind the white-clad figure, 
and seemingly unnoticed by it, appeared a man. He 

.o™ . w"wa h^do™ L„.y i, hi. w.ut, 

which recalled to me, even in my panic-stricken state^ 
the Judas-like stranger described to me by the Ama. 
He stood for a few seconds motionless, like a 
hawk about to swoop down on a terrified dove, 
and as the lady once more raised the letter towards 
me, tapping gently on the glass with her other hand, 
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he suddenly seized the paper^ and patting his arm 
round her waist, dragged her roughly away. The cur- 
tain falling, then hid them from my sight. 

I heard some low, feehle sobs resound through the 
silence, and then either I must have become insensible 
from fear, or again have slept, for I remember nothing 
more till, on opening my eyes, I beheld the welcome 
daylight and honest sunshine replacing the mys- 
terious moonlight and the strange scene it had 
illuminated. 

Not less welcome were sounds of life coming from 
outside the house. A church bell was tolling in the 
Tillage ; the shouts of the aguadors coming from the 
well, mingled with the lowing of cattle ; the muleteers 
were preparing with much talkative yehemence for 
another day on the road, and I could distinguish the 
Ama's cheerful Toice wishing ''God speed" to her 
departing guests. 

I remembered with delight that I was not far from 
home, and tried to shake off the feeling of depression 
resulting from my disturbed night and yision-haunted 
slumbers. But my head burned and throbbed as though 
from fever, and my throat was dry and parched. Only 
the intense longing to get away and be again on the 
road gave me strength to get up and dress. As I was 
leaving the room, a small shining object on the floor 
close to the glass door attracted my attention ; this 
proved on examination to be a small ring of plain gold, 
evidently a wedding-ring. I left it untouched, and 
hastened away. 
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After swallowing hastily some bread and chocolate, 
and saddling my horse, I bade the hostess farewell, 
and hurried after the muleteers. To avoid further 
solitude and dreaiy thoughts, I determined to keep in 
their company, their destination being the same as 
my own. 

At the end of two more days, my journey over, the 
happiness of again seeing my parents caused me nearly 
to forget all recollection of the night in the roadside 
inn. 

Home must surely be the next place of happiness 
after heaven, associated as it is with our purest 
pleasures, and the love we inspire while most 
worthy of affection. A foreigner once said in my 
hearing that, according to his opinion, home was just 
tolerable, as there the droit d'^gotsme had to be 
recognised, and you could be egotistical without any 
one having the right to complain. This is not, I am 
happy to think, one of our '' cosas de Espanas/' and 
long may the domestic affections be cherished here as 
they are now. 

Near an old Moorish well in the court of my 
father's house I would sit all day beneath the tall 
leaves of the banana trees till time came for our 
evening stroU. I wished for nothing better than to be 
one of the happy group usually assembled there, to 
whom subjects of common interest never failed. There 
old friends would join us, while my dear old nurse, 
Maraquita, passing through the court on her house- 
hold duties, would stop to place her hand on my 
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shonlder, blessing the saints for having permitted her 
boy's return. 

The kind old people are now all dead, bnt often 
in the midst of the busiest day, when engaged in 
hard worldly transactions of trade, a thought flits 
through my brain recalling the simple pleasures of 
that distant time, and my heart softens, while a tear 
will render indistinct the blue-ruled lines of the ledger 
before me. 

Every one who has walked beneath the palm-trees 
shading the beautiful city of my birth will remember 
our Patio de las Naranjas (Court of Oranges), which, 
as a spot to loiter through an evening of early spring, 
has no equal in the world. Not only are cold winds 
shut out by the old battlemented walls which, with 
their Moorish spandrils and tracery, encircle the 
square, but with them every jarring sight, so that aU 
the ruggedness of life is forgotten as you sit watching 
the sunshine and the deep shadows amidst the floweiv 
ing trees, and the ancient fountains so pleasantly 
mingled there. It was there, at sunset time, about 
a fortnight after my arrival in Cordova, that my 
recollections of the half-forgotten night adventure at 
the Posada del Sol were revived. 

I had entered the patio from the Catliedral aisles, 
which open directly into it, and was standing near 
one of the fountains, looking idly at the splashing 
water that forms so fitting an adjunct to the thickly- 
studded cypress, orange, and date trees. Standing in 
front of me, under the archway of the Puerto del 

o 
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Pardon, I saw a man wrapped in a capeless cloak, 
nnlike any worn in Spain, oyer which a long red beard 
hong nearly to his waist. In those days it was bo 
rare to see a man who wore a beard, that without 
any other peculiarity it alone was sufficient to attract 
attention to its wearer. 

The foreigner wore his hat slouched oyer his face ; 
but at the yery first glance I recognised him. Not 
a doubt existed in my mind that the cmel wolfish 
cast of conntenance, tliose small grey eyes, and deeply- 
lined features, belonged to him of whom, with his 
young wife, I had obtained a glimpse before the dark 
curtain feU, hiding them from my terrified gaze that 
night at the yillage inn. 

He seemed paler and more haggard than before, 
his brows were more sternly knit, the tightly-closed lips 
(betokening an iron will) more firmly pressed together. 
I also noticed that his beard was sprinkled wdth grey 
hair, which by the moonlight I had not obsenred. 
He seemed to be, judging from his appearance, about 
fifty years of age ; but so cold, so repellent was his 
look, that at least a hundred winters might haye been 
centred in him. 

How I loathed the fellow, how deeply I mourned 
the cowardice that had kept me silent in shiyering 
fear of eyil spirits ! I reproached myself as I thought 
I might haye aided the poor senora, whose distress 
of mind was so eyident, and whose face, young and 
beautiful, and so terror-stricken, would haunt me, I 
felt, for life. Perhaps it might not eyen then be too 
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late. I determined on following the stranger to his 
hotel, on the chance of finding a means of commnni- 
eating with one whom I felt sure must somehow or 
other he his victim. True, the lady did not under- 
stand much of our language ; hut I would endeavour 
to explain to her that it was to me her appeal at the 
inn had heen made. Her gestures on the night 
when I had first seen her having led me to suppose 
that she wished to communicate with some one, un- 
known to her ghoul-like hushand, I would endeavour 
to atone for my former stupidity hy now offering to 
take charge of her letter. 

Sauntering slowly round the court, heedless of the 
importunities of the crowd of beggars, or of the 
remarks his appearance elicited from the prome- 
naders, the stranger reached a doorway of the Cathe- 
dral, in at which he entered. No fear of his 
noticing me as I dogged his footsteps. His eyes 
never turned to the right or left, hut glared straight 
before him in an expressionless stare as he passed 
unheeding through the sacred fane, past the holy 
shrines and sacred images, as though prayer and 
hope were not for such as him. So might the spirit 
of one of the conquered Moors roam despondently 
among the symbols of Christianity that have for so 
many centuries replaced his heathen worship in the 
mezquita of Cordova. 

Beneath the folds of his cloak the senor carried some- 
thing which he constantly changed from one arm to the 
other, as though restless beneath its weighty but always 
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in a listless maimer, showing, as did his every move- 
ment, that his mind was pre-occupied or ill at ease. 

Wandering about for some time in an objectless 
manner through the maze of aisles which is formed 
by the thickly-clustering marble pillars, he at last left 
the Cathedral by a door opening into the street, and 
after stopping to ask of one of the beggars seated there, 
courteously, and in good Castilian, to be directed 
towards the river-side, he turned in that direction. 
Going on past the Triunfo, still slowly and unobservant 
of everything, he reached the bridge, and on branching 
off up the river-bank, quickened his pace. I still 
followed, keeping a short distance behind him, and 
availing myself of any object to screen me from his 
notice. Passing the Morisco Mill, some gardens and 
clumps of palm-trees, he walked till he had reached a 
solitary spot close to the stream, and then, after a 
quick glance round, he stopped and seated himself on 
a large stone. 

For some time he remained in a musing attitude 
that might have betrayed dejection of spirit ; but I 
noticed that the expression of his face never softened, 
becoming if anything more stem and defiant. Id spite 
of youthful inexperience, I could detect that the man 
before me was one of those to whom regrets for the 
past are as impossible as are doubts on any line of 
conduct when once decided upon. 

The waters of the Guadalquiver were reflecting the 
last rays of sunlight in a glory of liquid gold and 
vermilion. The noise of the city's traffic sounded 
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faintly in the distance, and from some houses on the 
opposite side of the river was wafted the rattle of 
tambourines mingled with sounds of joyous laughter. 
Hidden behind some aloes, intently watching the 
repellent-looking foreigner, I could not help won- 
dering if ever a smile of sympathy with the happiness 
of others had broken across the hard, resolute lines of 
the face that looked so unbending and cruel in the 
glow of fading sunlight. 

After looking long, and as it seemed to me de- 
fiantly, towards the blaze of splendour in the western 
sky, the stranger drew from beneath his cloak a small 
leather-covered box. This he placed upon his knee, 
and opening it with a key that he selected from among 
others on his watch-chain, he looked frowningly at 
its contents. I could see that it held a quantity of 
rich-looking jewellery. Selecting a miniature framed 
in precious stones, he savagely crushed it beneath his 
foot, then threw the atoms far out into the river. A 
grim smile showed upon his face as next grasping 
the pretty trinkets by handfuls, he threw them from 
him in sparkling showers. Catching gleams of red 
sunlight, they shimmered like fireflies for an instant 
in mid air, before falling to join the countless treasures 
which for centuries have been collecting in the mad of 
the Guadalquiver. 

When the jewel-case had been emptied, the stranger 
broke it up like the miniature, with a fierce stamp of 
his foot; throwing it also into the stream, and I saw 
it quickly swept down the eddying current towards 
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the dark arches of the bridge below. Heaving a 
sigh of relief^ the senor tamed to leave the water-side 
and regain the city. 

I felt weary and ill, as though the chill from the 
river had given me ague, but though stiU trembling 
in every limb I followed and tracked him to the door 
of the principal hotel, where he entered. 

Striking up an acquaintance with one of the waiters 
through the medium of a cigarette, I began talking of 
the strange-looking man in the cloak, and explained 
my curiosity by saying that as I journeyed to Cordova 
I had seen the gentleman ; and then I asked if his 
senora and infant child were with him. 

The waiter stoutly maintained that the traveller 
had arrived alone at the hotel — no sign of either a 
lady or child, nor had he heard that any were 
expected. He had come early that morning, had 
declined the services of a guide to show him the 
celebrities in which our city abounds, and had ordered 
a carriage and horses for the following day to take 
him on to Seville. 

Unable to find out anything more, and compelled 
therefore to relinquish my idea of helping the poor 
young wife, even if it were in my power, I returned 
home, where supper had been delayed in expectation 
of my arrival. But I could eat nothing; and that 
night a fever came on, which kept me beyond my 
usual time in Cordova, so long was I in recovering 
from its effects. 

During the first days I was delirious, and raved 
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incessantly of phantoms in half-human shape, of 
shrieking women, of bleeding corpses lying beneath 
the moonlight on lonely roads, and of costly jewels 
floating down a river of blood. My old nurse at- 
tributed these ideas of my frenzied brain to witchcraft, 
so strangely were they at variance with my usual quiet 
tone of thought. She expended nearly all her small 
savings in either consecrated candles, to burn before 
her favourite saints, or votive oflFerings of wax and 
silver to hang near their shrines. 

The excitement of my arrival at home had so nearly 
obliterated the recollection of that night at the 
posada, that if ever I thought of the two figures seen 
through the glass door, I put all down to the 
effects of an imagination heated by talking over the 
road's dangers, and therefore made no mention 
to my parents of the circumstance. When weU 
enough I recounted my last adventure, and also the 
first, to which it gave reality. Although both stories 
were patiently listened to, I could plainly see that the 
whole affair was looked upon as a case of mental 
hallucination. On this account I ceased to speak 
about the forbidding-looking foreigner and his young 
wife, though they were rarely absent from my thoughts, 
and I was unceasingly endeavouring to arrive at some 
probable solution of all their mysterious proceedings. 
Contrary to my usual custom, I became almost 
anxious that the hour for my departure should arrive, 
as, when strong enough to undertake the journey back, 
I might, by paying another visit to the gossiping 



300 SORTIES FROM " GIB:' 

hostesSi hear farther particulars of the mysterious 
couple. 

When at last I bade farewell to my family, the 
weather had become so hot, that the ride to Malaga 
had to be accomplished by easy stages and in early 
morning or after sunset. I arranged the journey 
with some fellow-travellers, so that one of the neces- 
sary halts should be made at the small inn. 

On arrival early one morning at the Posada del Sol, 
we found Maria Diaz, the Ama, as happy looking as 
ever, though the tale she had this time to tell was a 
sad one. She had, however, repeated it so often as 
to have become quite callous on the subject, and was 
delighted at a fresh opportunity for discussing one of 
the most eventful portions of her career. 

She perfectly remembered my former visit, and 
having told me about the foreigners staying in the 
posada. It was only the day after my departure — 
the feast of the blessed San Pablo — that the poor 
young mother fell very seriously ill. In spite of the 
senor's vile scowls, she had persisted in being near 
the sick bed as much as possible, — only a wolf could 
have seen such sufferings without emotion. A short 
opportunity, she said, once occurred for the interchange 
of a few hurried sentences between them. Then the 
unhappy creature had, in imperfectly-spoken Castilian, 
entreated her assistance in writing a letter. She 
also managed to explain that once, having ink and paper 
in her possession, she had with great difSculty prepared 
a letter for her friends at home, begging them to come 
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and save her ; but before any one could be got to post 
it her husband had taken it from her. That he kept 
her a close prisoner by his side, suspecting Her of 
having been faithless to him, and she felt sure he was 
bent on encompassing her death. The lady was trying 
to tell the name and address of some one to whomy 
in case of her death, she wished a letter to be written, 
with messages full of love, when they were interrupted 
by the " bestia's " return before Maria Diaz could 
understand the outlandish names — let alone remember 
them. The letter writer of the village, who was grow- 
ing old, required very concise directions, or he was 
apt to make shocking blunders in the correspondence 
of his clients. No chance of her writing again, poor 
unbaptized lamb, as she fell from bad to worse, and 
only lingered a few days more, during which time 
nothing was tried that might save or comfort her. 

The husband, calm, indifferent, and as stem 
as ever, contented himself with asking if there were 
a doctor in the neighbourhood ; — but Vaya ! how 
should there be ? To be sure, the barber, who, 
honest man, had once been to Cadiz, could bleed, 
and even set a broken limb, but it was the priest she 
had suggested should be sent for, as the more likely 
person, she told him, to deal with what seemed a case 
of a broken heart ; but from what she afterwards dis- 
covered there was no doubt in her mind that the man 
had poisoned his wife. Of a priest the " bestia " 
would not hear for a moment ; so, imblessed by any 
holy rites, the young creature died as might a dog 
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or a Moor. She had helped to lay out the body 
decently, and to put it into a roughly-hewn coffin they 
managed to get made. 

Of course the unhappy corpse could not be admitted 
into the small enclosure of consecrated ground forming 
the village cemetery. A grave was dug beneath an 
acacia on the brink of the ravine through which the 
road passes, and ther^ the poor heretic woman was 
buried. 

** Where was the little child, the darling lovely little 
creatura?" she exclaimed in answer to my inquiry. 
" Why, laudato Dios, here, safe in the posada. 
Left by its father to be brought up as my own, to be 
baptized and made a Christian of by a holy priest, 
to live among civilised beings, and not among savages 
and heretics." 

The " bestia " had, previous to his departure, called 
her into his room and offered to leave his child to her 
care, and with it a sum of money — she carefully 
avoided stating the amount — if she and her husband 
would adopt the infant as their own. They had joy- 
fully assented ; and the man left without a parting 
kiss or look for the little being he deserted, whose 
first dawn of life he had done his best to blight. 

The Ama said that after the foreigner's departure 
the rooms were thoroughly well white-washed and 
sprinkled with holy water. While clearing them out 
a small empty bottle was found among some rubbish 
in a comer, which firom the smell when it was 
unstoppered the barber knew to have contained some 
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devilish concoction. This phial was given to me, and 
on my showing it to a chemist on my return to Tarra- 
gona, he pronounced it to have contained strychnine. 

Maria Diaz declared that it was no business of hers 
to interfere where heretics were concerned, but in 
confidence between ourselves — and no doubt she had 
similarly confided to every other customer — she was 
certain that the English seiiora had been slowly 
poisoned by her husband in revenge for a real or 
fancied injury done to his honour. Such is my own 
feeling on the subject also; and I have always thought, 
that when I saw him by the river-side, with the glow 
of the setting sun illuminating his stem face, he was 
destroying everything that could remind him of her 
existence and of his crime. 

The repudiation of the poor woman's child forms 
another link to the chain of suspicious circumstances. 

The wolf-faced stranger had gone, no one knew or 
asked whither ; gone as he had arrived, enveloped in 
a shroud of mystery, for the unravelling of which there 
was no possible clue. Truly he had laid his plans 
well. No fear that in that small out-of-the-way village 
any inconvenient inquiries would be instituted as to 
the causes of his young wife's death. That he is re- 
sponsible for it — that he is her murderer — I feel in my 
own mind the firmest conviction. He may be still 
alive, perhaps in the enjoyment of an unsullied name, 
and holding a high position amongst his fellow-men^ 
but I cannot doubt that while he was staying in that 
village inn he did a deed which should entail a felon's 
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death. A sinful act on the part of his victim may, to 
one of the hard fierce nature such as his countenance 
depicted his to be, have in his own eyes justified the 
crime of which I accuse him ; but as I can only give 
this feeble outline of what I saw, without being able 
to produce any positive evidence, it were perhaps more 
charitable to leave with yourselves the verdict of guilty 
or not gnilly. 

The worthy Ama caused the infant to be named 
Dolores, and her affection for the little thing was a 
sight to see. At every spare moment she was either 
walking about with her adopted daughter in her arms, 
or singing and snapping her fingers as she danced 
improvised fandangos before it to attract its attention. 

Twenty-five years have passed since the time I 
speak of, and Dolores is a grown-up woman. I 
never go to Cordova without paying a visit to the 
Posada del Sol, and am looked upon as a friend of 
the family. As time went on the motherless child 
progressed into a lovely girl — the pride of the 
country round; but so different in her proud and 
graceful bearing to her simple village playmates! 
People said of her, that it was as though a young 
eaglet, brought from its nest in the Sierra, had been 
trained up to the tame life of the poultry-yard. Many 
a town-bred youth has ridden glittering in full majo 
finery past the posada, hoping to attract the fair 
girl's attention, but in vain. To all, amiable and 
cheerful alike, ideas of love, save in its purest and 
most ethereal sense, seem foreign to her nature. 
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Beligious duties form her chief solace; and the 
'* Reyna,** as she was named in her early youth, 
and is still called, remains unmarried. Acts of 
charity are her favourite and almost unceasing occu- 
pation. On festival days I have seen her at the 
inn door for hours giving relief to any who come to 
solicit help for the love of God and of the Holy Virgin. 

The thought has often crossed my mind that 
Dolores is impressed mih a feeling that her lot is 
cast in that wilderness in expiation of the sins of 
others, and that she should seek to render her 
young life worthy of being taken in atonement. Cer- 
tainly no sweeter face ever looked heavenwards in 
intercession. With her light brown hair, blue-grey 
eyes, and skin of sea-foam whiteness, that the black 
lace of her mantilla makes more dazzling still, she 
resembles nothing we see on earth, unless it be some 
great painter's dream of beauty which he has fixed 
on his canvas to represent the pure Madonna of heaven. 

Dolores has caused an enclosure to be built round 
her mother's grave, and on a cross erected at its head 
is inscribed 

DESOANZA EN PAZ, 
OREO EN LA REMISSION DE LOS PEOADOS. 

The Ama and her husband are still alive. They 
have become wealthy people and of great consideration 
in those parts, so as they also enjoy the devoted affection 
of their adopted daughter, the evil-looking stranger's 
gifts have prospered with them. 
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The Spanish gentleman went on to say that the 
story he had just told us was a very favourite one with 
the sposa and the daughters of " his life and eyes." 
Then seating himself near the good priest's house- 
keeper, the reverend gentleman having fallen asleep, 
he received from her hands a carefully-folded cigarette, 
and commenced a whispered conversation, doubtless 
with the view of giving her further particulars as to 
the history of Dolores, or it may have been some 
details relating to his own domestic happiness. 

There was some talk of singing as a variety in 
the afkemoon*s amusements. Miss Willocks, after 
some pressing, favoured us with "Eule Britannia," 
which, however, fell rather flatly ; having in fact only 
a 8tu;ce8 cCestime with Mandison and I, who, as English- 
men, approved of the lady's patriotism, and applauded 
loudly. 

I was much flattered at finding my story-telling 
suggestion to be the "legitimate success" of the 
day. Another tale being in request, the American 
gentleman volunteered to narrate a story of ancient 
India, which he had picked up during a long tour 
recently made by him in the East. After a modest 
preliminary canter he favoured us with the following 
legend. 
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THE WHITE CKEATURE'S TAHj. 



Exactly a thousand years ago T^ing Kodabnn 
Buchs n., who is described in all chronicles of 
that period as being the most Tirtuons, wise, and 
valorous of potentates, reigned over by far the greatest 
part of India. 

The king's wives were as numerous and as beautiful 
as the roses in his palace gardens. His armies were 
led to battle by generals of such great valour and 
science, that not a year passed without numerous 
battles of great carnage being fought, with the satis- 
factory result of adding fresh provinces to the already 
vast extent of his majesty's dominions. 

The prudence of the king was shown by his rigid 
adherence to the code of Court etiquette, which forbade 
the monarch himself, however desirous he might be, 
ever to take part in warfare. Not that the shadow of 
a doubt could be entertained of his highness's valour 
and love of seeing blood shed, — his majesty's ever 
favourite amusement being to watch combats between 
his slaves and the wild beasts of the royal menageries; 
the more blood and destruction of life the more pleased 
the king condescended to be. 
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In illustration of this great potentate's yirtaOy a 
touching story is to be found in the chronicle of the 
Court poet, Earn Deen. A beautiful virgin having 
been sent as tribute to Kodabun Buchs by a dis- 
graced nobleman — that lovely lady's brother, — we are 
told that the king refused to accept the offering, 
and returned the damsel to her family ; saying that 
virtue was too valuable a gift, even to a king, — 
he infinitely preferred taking the young person's 
weight in gold. 

The full extent of his highness's wisdom was never 
quite known, for he was pleased to keep himself a good 
deal secluded — enjoying the society of accomplished 
jesters, musicians, and dancers — ^but it must have 
been very marvellous. 

Through the medium of his vizier, Alarum Beg, he 
caused a code of laws to be issued, which showed a 
sage discernment of his subjects' requirements, and a 
regard for his own interests which has never been 
exceeded in astute conception. 

By this it was enacted that bribery should be 
punished with death throughout the royal dominions ; 
it was only the master's wrath that people were allowed 
to try and appease with rich gifts. As the best of 
monarchs must sometimes threaten with the thunder- 
bolts of his displeasure, so the toshkhana or treasure- 
house of Kodabun Buchs was full to bursting with 
gold and gems, sent from all parts when it became 
advisable to try to mitigate his just anger. 

One shadow only rested on the pathway of this 
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sublime sovereign ; without it liis life would have been 
a realization of every human being's wildest dream of 
bliss. It was a very heavy one, one that all the courtiers' 
efforts had been unable to clear away — nothing less 
than the appalling blight of boredom. Kodabun 
Buchs, the mightiest monarch of the world, was 
perishing from the oppressive dullness of too much 
delight, and having every wish gratified — ^that is, 
every wish but one ! 

His Majesty had heard from learned men and pun- 
dits of a land far, far beyond the seas and the dark 
clouds, which as every one knew entirely surrounded 
the civilised world forming his empire. Its very 
name was unknown, but the natives were said to have, 
among other peculiarities, such as milk-white skins, 
the still more interesting specialty of long tails, similar 
to those of the wild beasts and the Djins of the 
desert. 

To procure one of these remarkable creatures for 
the Koyal Collection of Natural History was the one 
ungratified longing of the wise and mighty king, the 
protector of the poor. Circulars had been despatched 
to the governors of distant cities on this most im- 
portant subject, promising the king^s favour, a dress 
of honour, and ten ladies to be selected from 
amongst the most honoured and venerable of his 
highness's harem, in reward to any one who might 
succeed in catching a specimen of the white men. 
Orders were given that when one was taken he 
should be conveyed with every precaution to the royal 
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court at Delhi, direct to the footstool of their lord's 
throne. 

One morning daring the snmmer heats his majesty 
was, according to his cnstom^ seated in one of the vast 
nndergronnd bathing^halls. He was languidly watching 
the ladies of his zenana as they disported themselves 
in the waters of a stream, flowing with a cool rippling 
sound oyer a mosaic of precious stones inlaid in white 
marble. Suddenly a eunuch, trembling, or appearing 
to tremble, with excitement, stood before his high- 
ness, and after having made his salaam, awaited per- 
mission to speak. This accorded, by a languid panto- 
mime form the slave unburdened his mind of that which 
made the royal countenance to beam with ecstasy. 

Within only a few days' march of the capital a strong 
party of cavalry was escorting to Court a carefully- 
guarded treasure, in the form of a white human being, 
such as his majesty had so long sighed to behold. Mes- 
sengers announcing this important event had just 
arrived, having travelled night and day to communicate 
the fortunate news. The remarkable creature, it seems, 
had been captured on the sea-coast ; whether he had 
dropped from the sky, or had emerged from the ocean's 
depths, no one could say. His own story was (he spoke 
the language of civilisation), that he had been travelling 
for months in a large boat, which had been lost during 
a tempest with many more of his species. Having had 
the good fortune to cling to a spar, he succeeded, 
after much danger and diflSculty, in floating on shore. 

As the king condescended to be pleased, naturally 
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the whole court put on their most magnificent clothing, 
and rejoiced with much exuberance of delight. Not 
only was the court roused to interest, but when, a few 
days afterwards, the white man, in a cage carefully 
covered with red cloth, was carried on a camel's back 
through the principal streets of Delhi, the roads and 
the house-tops were swarming with the populace, 
hoping to get a glimpse of him. 

The great king sat in the Durbar Hall on a 
throne resplendently adorned with the richest possible 
jewels. His sons and viziers, his courtiers and 
captains were ranged at his feet in a semicircle 
looking like a dazzling wave of gold and silver. 
The much-longed-for moment was approaching. An 
intense silence of anticipated astonishment pervaded 
the whole of that august assembly. Each held his 
breath as the large cage, still covered, and carried 
by a number of bearers surrounded by well-armed 
guards, was deposited on the white marble pavement. 
The veil removed, and the door opened, a handsome 
young white man, dressed in a loose chogah and 
waistband, but without any turban (which greatly 
scandalised the Master of the Ceremonies, Fadook 
Ram), jumped lightly out of the cage, and throwing 
himself on his knees before the throne, respectfully 
awaited the orders of the king. 

His highness's face bore a more animated expres- 
sion than any of the court had ever had the good 
fortune to behold on it since the day when his majesty 
had deigned to sit and watch a massacre of some dis- 

p2 
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affected nobles and their families in the same hall 
some ten years preyiously. 

** Tell the creature," said the Fountain of Delight 
and the Pearl of Wisdom to the Grand Vizier, " that 
it has leave to show its tail !*' 

The Grand Vizier passed on these sublime words to 
the master of the ceremonies, who in turn passed 
them on to the keepers, and they with due forms of 
reverence for the royal order repeated them to their 
charge. 

Bowing to the ground, and with every token of 
civilised respect, the strange wild man having received 
permission, informed the master of the ceremonies 
that, to his sorrow, he had no tail to show, that he 
regretted the untoward circumstance of being bom 
without one ; otherwise to hear would have been to 
obey. 

The court-felicity barometer, as evinced by the 
courtiers' looks, began to fall at once, and, with the 
unerring foresight peculiar to dwellers within all royal 
precincts, to prepare the world for storms of unusual 
vehemence. In lands where a cyclone of royal dis- 
pleasure is apt to diverge from its course rather 
capriciously, carrying destruction in all manner of 
ime:^pected forms upon the innocent as well as those 
gmlty of thwarting a king's caprices, these signs are 
generally of unerring accuracy. 

On being informed of the tailless condition of his 
captive, a deep frown contracted the noble brow of 
Kodabun Bachs ; while a visible state of perspiration 
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among the conrtiers, showed they qnite understood the 
imminence of that " danger signal." 

Happily for every one royalty was that day in its 
mildest mood ; and the assembled aristocracy of India 
heard, with a gasp of reUef, that nothing worse was 
ordered than that the white creature should be forth- 
with handed over to the tigers, to see if his peculiarity 
of aspect would tempt their jaded appetites ; at any 
rate in that way he would afford the court some slight 
amusement. Every one exclaimed with delighted 
applause, that more than ever the king's words were 
an emanation of superhuman sagacity. 

The white creature not possessing suflScient discern- 
ment to join in the general sentiment of approval, 
arose from his knee^ and addressed the assembly in 
a loud voice. 

" The king's words," he said, " are just, and dirt 
is on his slave's head." However, in spite of his 
disgrace, he requested for a moment to be heard in 
his own defence. 

He then went on to assure the Centre of the 
Universe, and the bright intellects surroimding the 
world's throne, that overwhelmed with shame and con- 
fusion as he was, he yet hoped to be allowed to redeem 
his disgrace. He could not deny that his fellow- 
countrymen were provided by nature with handsome 
tails, but he had not yet quite reached the age at which 
this valued appendage usually makes its appearance, 
though the time was fast approaching. He ventured 
to suggest that if he were kept alive a short time, and 
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supplied with proper food — such as would encourage 
the growth of his tail — the trouble he gave would 
be amply rewarded, and the natural curiosity of the 
Master of the Universe and his court would be grati- 
fied. That, further, if in six months' time he should 
be still unable to appear with a suitable tail before the 
royal footstool, he would not care how soon the wild 
beasts devoured him, as his confusion and shame for 
the unnatural defect would render life unendurable. 

On the monarch giving a feeble smile, immediately 
a chorus of " Wah ! wah ! the creature has spoken 
rightly," burst from the body of courtiers. The 
captive was again caged, and was sent away to culti- 
vate the growth of a tail in a tower on the outer wall 
of the palace precincts. It was^ spot where all sorts 
of odds and ends were stowed away, and people of 
doubtful caste confiued when necessary, so that they 
should not pollute the atmosphere more immediately 
surrounding the king. 

It became one of the duties of the Captain of the 
Palace Gate Guard to report periodically as to the 
habits and progress of the white prisoner. The 
creature was stated to be perfectly harmless, and his 
account of himseK to the learned men who were 
admitted to inspect him was, that he had twice been 
cast upon the Indian coast, the sole survivor of T\Tecked 
vessels. On the first occasion he had, by darkening his 
skin and feigning dumbness, managed to escape 
observation until he had acquired a knowledge of the 
language^ and then had wandered about until meeting 
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with some foreign merchants, their ship had taken 
him to a comitry whence after great hardship he had 
succeeded in reaching his own. The second time 
was, when the king's servants had captured him 
before he could again disguise himself. He stated 
that for encouraging a rapid development of his 
expected tail, there would be required, in addition to 
his other diet, a certain amount of intoxicating fluid 
and a plentiful and daily supply of jungle grass. 
Orders were consequently given that a sum of money 
should be paid to his keeper to procure what was 
necessary. 

Great interest was excited throughout the whole 
city by the singular specimen of natural history 
immured in the lofty iower, and stories of the strange 
creature's peculiarities formed the chief subject of 
gossip by day and night, both on the house-tops and 
behind the curtains of the zenanas. Learned men 
waged battle ftiriously with one another as to the 
proper classification of this interesting specimen of 
natural history. Several treatises of great erudition 
were compiled and dedicated to the king, showing that 
to naturalists the existence of the tailed nations had 
never been a matter of doubt, and that the crowning 
glory of their great monarch's reign consisted in 
having conferred on science the boon of a Uving 
sample. Thus would the unlettered masses be con- 
vinced of the true value of their teachers' scientific 
knowledge. 

The last day but one of the six months' respite 
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obtained by the white creature had arrived. The 
Captain of the Guard reported for the information of 
royalty, that encouraging symptoms had shown them- 
selves, and his charge expected on the following 
morning to be able to appear and lay the tail of 
humility at the footstool of magnificence. 

A durbar on a scale of unusual splendour was 
ordered. When the hour arrived every access to the 
palace was crowded by great nobles and vast crowds 
of their dependents. Martial music, neighing of horses, 
shouts of running servants announcing their master's 
titles, and admiring exclamations from multitudes of 
spectators, all intermingling in one confused uproar, 
gave an impression that something of unusual im- 
portance was about to take place, and created vivid 
animation in the generally quiet courts of the palace 
precincts. 

The sound of drums and horns gradually drawing 
nearer announced the approach of majesty. Every 
one bent reverently forward as a procession of 
elephants, painted in various colours and bearing 
golden howdahs on their backs, entered- at the chief 
gate, bringing the king and his court from morning 
prayer at some shrine of high sanctity. 

His highness having alighted from his elephant, 
which knelt for the purpose, was proceeding to the 
Hall of Audience, when suddenly shrieks and sounds 
of wailing were heard at no great distance. Koda- 
bun Buchs turned slightly pale, feeling that it was 
just possible an insurrection might be breaking out ; 
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but he soon recovered his majestio self-possession 
on seeing one man being dragged along by about 
twenty others, who were armed, and belonging to his 
Guard. The poor wretch's howls continued till he 
was hurled on the pavement at the king's feet, where 
from the violence of the fall he lay for a few moments 
insensible. 

It was evident that something unpleasant had 
occurred, and that every one shirked the danger im- 
minent to those who are the first ever to bring evil 
tidings to the ears of royalty. There was a general 
rush to get out of the way. At last the Captain of 
the Guard, being pushed without chance of escape 
into the monarch's presence, announced — tearing his 
turban, and with other signs of despair-that the 
white captive was not in his turret-chamber; was, 
in fact, nowhere to be found. He ended by suggesting 
tortures for the rascally jailer writhing on the pave- 
ment, and a recompense for his own zeal in having at 
once secured that untrustworthy guardian. 

The most intense terror reigned on all sides, and 
every one's eyes were fixed on the royal countenance. 
The great monarch, frowning his resentment, began 
to look about for the next best substitute for the treat 
he had promised himself. Every one tried to look as 
small and as humble as possible. The king having 
ordered the outer gates to be closed, and all the avail- 
able executioners to be mustered and brought before 
him, prepared to enjoy himself as much as possible 
under the circumstances. 
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The courtiers were delighted with the ingennity 
and numher of the tortures devised on that occasion 
by Eodabun Buchs the Second for the faithless jailer's 
punishment. They are eloquently enlarged upon in 
the court poet*s narrative, in which he gives a detailed 
account of the day's proceedings. He concludes his 
chronicle with the statement made by the deservedly- 
punished jailer while the executioners larded that 
wretch's body all over with red-hot needles, sprinkling 
pepper in his eyes meanwhile by way of making the 
operation additionally unpleasant. 

On the previous night the prisoner had expressed a 
desire to remain undisturbed till the moment arrived 
for his being again introduced to the court, explain- 
ing that the beauty of his tail entirely depended on 
his remaining perfectly quiet during the time of its 
growth. He had refused his usual supply of spirituous 
liquid, leaving it in the jailer's charge ; but he had 
taken the armful of grass which he was in the daily 
habit of receiving. 

When the guards who arrived to receive him over 
from his keeper entered the prisoner's room, it was 
empty. From a bar of the window-grating a strong 
rope of twisted grass hung down to the very moat 
below. The bewildered soldiery on pulling in the 
cord, found a piece of board attached to the end, on 
which were these words : 

"Let the Mighty Centre of the Universe deign 
to contemplate and to accept the white creature's 
tail!" 
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This legend is supposed to commemorate the ap- 
pearance of the first Englishman in Hindostan. The 
old idea prevailing among the inhabitants of that 
country, that all white foreigners are endowed with 
tails, has not yet been eradicated from the more 
remote comers of India. 



The conversation was turned by Mandison's legend 
to the discussion of Eastern topics, and considerable 
curiosity was expressed by the company on the subject 
of thjB manners and customs of that part of the world. 

The Spanish gentleman observed, that in his coun- 
try there exist a proverb to the e£fect that widows 
should be married, buried, or cloistered; which seems 
to show that the Eastern plan — as he had heard was 
the case— of widows sacrificing themselves on the 
funeral pyre of their departed husbands, was based on 
an experience, common to both Spain and India, of 
the mischief such persons were capable of causing if left 
loose to disorganise society. 

On hearing of the breed of Brahminee bulls, he 
opined that it would have a civilising influence if 
our government chose to introduce the delights of the 
bull-ring into British India. In a country where the 
heat is so great as to facilitate the animals being 
more easily goaded to the amount of frenzy neces- 
sary to ensure good sport, this boon would be of 
unspeakable importance. 

The ladies asked if the women of India use black 
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powder for their faces in place of that which a few 
ladies in these latitudes sometimes apply to their faces 
in infinitesimal quantities. They also wished to know 
whether their darker sisters were well versed in the 
occnlt sciences of fortnne-telling, cosmetic compound- 
ing, and millinery. Of course all the laws relating to 
matrimony had to be explained in the fullest possible 
detail, and philanderings preliminary and subsequent 
to the marriage state had to be glanced at. 

These subjects were however exhausted before the 
supply of rain which the clouds had collected for our 
confusion, so I looked around for another contributor 
to our eflForts to wile away the afternoon. Seeing an 
expression on the face of Monsieur Pigache, which 
unmistakably showed him to be primed with some 
conmiunication of importance, I requested his assist- 
ance in the attempt at time killing. 

This caused his intelligent countenance to beam 
with a blush of conscious merit. Coughing importantly, 
and casting a look towards his wife — who to his great 
reKef did not frown him down— he unburdened his 
brain by telling the following story. 
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ALBERTINE. 



The art of narrating is generally recognised as a 
specialty of my nation. As you desire it, Messieurs 
et Dames, I shall, with all due modesty, have the 
honour of recounting to you the solitary occasion 
when, in the course of my calm and uneventful career, 
I found myseK brought into contact with circumstances 
of sufficient interest to render their recital worthy of 
your attention. 

Happy in all my domestic relations, secure of 
my good little wife's affection (give me thy hand, 
Bichette), I will not trouble you with anything 
relating to myself, farther than to wish you may all 
be as fortunate as I am (here a derisive snort from 
Miss Willocks) in the possession of a pleasant home, 
a devoted wife, and the world's respect. 

When I was beginning life as a commis-voyageur, 
some of my first journeys were made through Spain. 
I even then showed great aptitude for business, find- 
ing first-rate investments for the money of my em- 
ployers. I venture to hope that my after life has 
verified that early promise of my youth. 
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I chanced during one of these expeditions, while 
dining at the table cChdte of an hotel in Valencia, to 
mention in conversation that the home of my family 
was at Avignon. As I said this, I observed the eyes 
of a gentleman sitting opposite fix themselves on me 
with an earnest expression which at once attracted my 
attention to him. 

He was evidently, like myself, from the midi of 
France, bnt of one of those ardent temperaments so 
much commoner there than is my own more even 
disposition. No mistaking the flash of his large dark 
eyes, which, as we say, seem to eat up the face, 
and to denote that they belong to one capable of 
the extremes of good or evil. Poor fellow! at the 
moment I observed him, he bore a look of sorrow not 
fiff removed from despair ; an expression of hungering 
for sympathy, for happiness, or for hope, which 
touched me to the heart. We Southrons are con- 
tented with little, but we are apt to droop sadly in 
times of utter adversity. 

Without hope or kindness, which are to us as sun- 
shine to our aloe plants, we might, even as they, live 
on for a century; not showing any sign of the genial 
temperament of which nature has given us the germ. 
Like them we require warmth— in the shape of 
affection. 

The dinner over, seeking out the landlord of our 
hotel, I asked him to tell me what he knew of my 
aad-looking opposite neighbour. He informed me 
that the gentleman had dined there at his, the land- 
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lord's invitation. This had been given out of remem- 
brance of the poor fellow havingbeen a frequent customer 
when employed as clerk to a railway company at Barce- 
lona, when he was often sent to Valencia on matters 
of business. He was now out of employment, and 
so poor that the malheureux had very little chance 
of a dinner unless one were given him. 

That evening I was sitting on a bench in the Alameda 
of las delicias, as it is appropriately called. I was 
enjoying the cool air and my cigarette while I dreamily 
watched the fireflies flitting amidst the dark branches 
of the beautiful trees like sparks from a wood fire, then 
disappearing in patches of light thrown by the moon 
through every opening in the thick foliage. I was 
thinking over what I had heard, comparing complacently 
my own good fortune with the evil fate of my fellow- 
countryman. As I was thus pleasantly enjoying myself 
with the unruffled calm of a contented mind, I noticed 
the figure of a man advancing towards me, whom on 
nearer reproach I recognised by the moonlight as tho 
object of my thoughts at the moment. After hesitating 
for a little he raised his hat, and coming up to where 
1 was seated, requested permission to speak with me. 

He was a man of about thirty, of my own height, 
which is not insignificant, but very thin both in face 
and body — which I never was inclined to be — while 
his eyes now appeared to me larger and more absorbent 
of every other feature. 

Anticipating a tale of embarrassment, I prepared 
to listen benignly, as his respectful demeanour and 
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look of humble sorrow were very touching. It is in 
my nature to play Providence, as we say, when it 
does not interfere with business matters, which of 
course take precedence of everything. 

The worthy man said (after a most polite apology 
for addressing a stranger evidently in a superior 
rank of society to his own), that he had once 
held an honourable position in Avignon, &om which 
he had fallen through no fault of his. Having 
advanced large sums of money to a younger brother, 
to whom he was greatly attached, and the young man 
turning out a worth-nothing, spending every sou in 
dissipation, had caused his failure in business and 
the subsequent distress to which he became reduced. 
Misfortune followed every attempt to retrieve his losses, 
and he at last found himself reduced almost to beggary. 
Some small sums that his wife obtained by her skill in 
embroidery work, only just sufficed to keep themselves 
and youthful daughter from absolute starvation. 

He could succeed in nothing. A blight appeared 
to fall on each e£fort he made. Feeling himseK only 
a burden on those he loved, he determined on seek- 
ing fortune elsewhere, knowing that his presence only 
added to the general misery, and that without him 
his wife's earnings would at any rate permit her and 
their daughter to live in greater comfort. Fearing the 
effect of their remonstrances, if made acquainted with 
his resolution, he left home without any farewell, 
beyond kissing both of them tenderly while they 
slept— forsaking them, cruelly, it is true, but hoping 
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for better days when he might return and, trinmphant 
with snccesSy again embrace those dear ones of bis 
heart. 

For a time fate appeared to reward him more fayour- 
ably. He began by working as a day-labourer on 
the railway at that time in course of construction 
between Barcelona and Genoa. Then, having suc- 
ceeded in gaining the approbation of a French 
engineer employed on the works, he got promoted to 
the position of clerk, and being comparatively well 
paid, was enabled to remit money home and also hold 
out hopes to those dear to him of joining his exile. 
But, alas ! his destiny was to bear with sorrow and 
disgrace. 

His young patron absconded, taking with him a 
considerable sum of the company's money, while suspi- 
cion, to justify which there was not a shadow of proof, 
rested on himself as an accomplice. He lost his 
place, again becoming a waif and a stray. His present 
plan was to take the steamer from Valencia to Orun, in 
Africa, if he could succeed in making up the amount re- 
quired for a deck passage, and try if there was an 
opening there for a man with energy and wiU-ready 
to do anything that promised a chance of bread win- 
ning. He had written to his wife, telling her of his 
plans, and saying that he might have to undergo much 
hardship, but he still hoped to attain success. He 
promised always to write while life remained, but if 
ever more than two months passed without news of 
him, she might conclude that he was dead, and that 

Q 
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his last thonght had been of her and their child. 
His letter was written with the feeling that if a kind 
hand was not held ont to assist him, there would be no 
alternative left bnt the death of a suicide, though he 
cared but little so long as his home darlings knew 
not of it. 

He entreated that on returning to Avignon I would 
try and find some charitable souls who would in a 
small way help his family, should fate still continue 
to be unforgiving towards him. This I promised to 
do, and presented him with the sum of twenty feancs. 
As he kissed my hand with much gratitude, I thought 
with complacency on my good fortune in being able to 
do so much good, and received with a pleasant 
encouraging smile the address of the poor fellow's 
wife which he wrote down. 

Charity is a mist which heaven mercifully lends us 
to hide from the angels any evil we may have committed. 

The man gave me the idea of being worthy of 
confidence, and not one of those professional beggars 
who haunt hotels^ seeking their prey among charitable 
travellers. 

Next morning the landlord told me my compatriot 
had left by a steamer at daybreak, and that he had 
not paid his bill at a small posada where he stayed, 
leaving only an empty portmanteau as a souvenir of 
his stay. My pleasant satisfaction at having benefited 
a man of heart, deserving of good will, all fled, and 
I imagined that the penetration of character which is 
one of my most remarkable talents, and which renders 
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it hopeless for any one to try and deceive me^ had for 
once been led astray by a plausible scoundrel. 

This caused me a. frolssement de cceur ; and though 
I kept the address he had given me, I took no steps 
to carry out what I had promised to do. In fact I was 
very rarely at home, and that only for a few days at a 
time. In the midst of business cares and family 
happiness my meeting at the Yalencian hotel was 
entirely forgotten. 

Four years afterwards, only a short time before my 
marriage with ma Bichette here, I was at home, 
and while sorting out some old pocket-books, there 
fell &om one of them a piece of paper, on which was 
written "Madame Gaudin, Rue de THippodrome, 
No. 13, au quatri^me," reminding me of the then 
old story. It was the address given me by the man 
who had asked my assistance in the garden of las 
delicias, at Valencia. I determined, not being other- 
wise engaged, to go that very day to the house indi- 
cated, and satisfy the small curiosity I still felt as to 
whether a wife li family more deserving than him- 
self really existed. 

The No. 13 I found was a lofty, poverty-stricken, 
and densely-inhabited old house, in one of the most 
wretched parts of the city, where poverty existed with 
all its dreariest surroundings. My good heart makes 
me very sensitive fco unpleasant impressions, and I was 
half disposed to retreat without subjectmg myself to 
the unpleasant spectacle of other people's distress. 
However^ on second thoughts^ having gone so far, I 
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determined to make a few inqniries as to whether the 
name of Gandin had ever been known thereabonts. 

Among the first of the inhabitants of the tumble- 
down old house whom I accosted, none were able to 
give me any information. The tenants of No. 13 were 
all of a very migratory race, and from what I could 
make out, a term of six months or a year was looked 
upon as the fuUest possible extent that any one's 
memory could be taxed as relating to fellow-lodgers. 
I was going away more than ever inclined to laugh at 
my singular and uncharacteristic credulity, when an 
old woman with a cabas on her arm containing her 
marketing of a few vegetables and a small piece of 
coarse meat, hobbled after and detained me. She 
had heard of my inquiries, and offered to supply the 
information I wanted. 

What she told me made me deeply regret not 
having fulfilled the promise made to that poor 
wandering and self-exiled man, as, had I done 
so, I might have averted much of the misery I 
listened to. 

When Fabricien Gaudin left his family they for 
some time managed to subsist on the proceeds of their 
needlework ; but after four years, during the last two 
of which no news of him had reached them, Madame 
Gaudin, whose health had for long been failing, was 
stricken with paralysis. This rendered her unable to 
work, and the care of supporting both thus fell on 
Albertine, her daughter, a pretty mignonne of seven- 
teen, high-spirited, but " a child as good as bread '* — 
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as the old woman farther said^ '^ on Trai oiseau da 
bon Diea." 

Poverty continaed to close tighter and tighter roand 
the two women, till within its cold clutch life became 
so coloarless that even the girl's youthfal mind was 
unable to see any rays of hope. 

Albertine's sole coquetries — her neat and clean 
little caps and her coloured fichus — had to be sup- 
pressed as over-great luxury ; whUe as for dancing !— 
'' Bahy oui ! no more than on my hand ! '' And then 
her mother — once so strong in soul, if not in body, to 
bear with distress — ^her mind, weakened by illness, 
became querulous and difficult to do with, crying 
piteously if she felt hungry — as was too often 
not to be avoided — or if left alone for even a few 
moments. 

All this affected the poor child's spirits. At first 
she went her way silent and uncomplaining, but as 
time went on, their circumstances not improving, she 
became in a manner reckless. The small manage got 
involved in debt, and there was no hope of clearing 
it off. What few things they had not pawned would 
have been sold by the landlord for his rent, and 
they would have found themselves turned out into 
the street, but for the intervention of one Des- 
moulins, a butcher close by, who advanced the 
money — not much, Dieu sait, but it saved the old 
woman from the hospital, and her daughter firom 
the mud. 

Albertine became the mistress of Desmoulins, as 
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one might say, his wife ; for poor people are thought 
none the worse of for not having been before Monsieur 
le Maire. She lived at his honse^ and paid the old 
woman, my informant, a small sum weekly to look 
after her mother. She came every day herself, and 
as often as feasible ; but as she was expected to 
keep the accounts and superintend the business at 
Desmoulins' shop, her visits, though frequent, were 
necessarily short. At any rate she had the power of 
adding some few small comforts to the small garret 
home, of which Madame Gaudin, who was then bed- 
ridden, was so much in need. Love had never seemed 
to enter the poor child's mind with reference to the 
man with whom she lived ; and indeed she had been 
heard to say, that having nothing else left to sell, she 
hafl sold herself that her mother might pass her last 
days in tranquillity. It was sad to see her in those 
tinies, — unsmiling, indifferent, and seemingly callous 
to everything concerning herself, whether as regarded 
the opinion of the neighbourhood, or her own personal 
comfort. She moved about mechanically, as in a 
dream, so colourless and with such a set, glazed 
look about her eyes, as though half the blood had been 
withdrawn from her veins, and every capacity for 
happiness from her young heart. 

At first she seems to have met with no actual 
unkindness from Desmoulins, though only at first, for 
soon every one saw that he was beginning to treat her 
as nothing better than a slave. 

Not that the girl seemed to care, or to be sensible to 
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anything connected with the routine of daily existence, 
beyond doing what lay in her small power to soothe 
her invalid mother and hide from her eveiything 
of the sorrow pervading her own existence; in all 
else she took no more interest than if life had been 
nearly lived out. Every one pitied her, and many a 
good soul in the quartier would do some little act of 
kindness for Madame Gaudin, by way of showing their 
pity for her daughter, knowing it to be the most 
grateful form their sympathy could take. 

Desmoulins (every one cried shame on him) got 
married, but to the surprise of all, Albertine still 
remained at his house as servant. The bride, a 
shrewd woman, with savings and a business of her 
own she still wished to keep up, seemed determined 
not to let jealousy interfere with her interests, and 
entered rather with pleasure than otherwise into 
the position of task-mistress to the already tyrannised- 
over victim. 

If the unhappy girl's life had before been wretched, 
it was now a thousandfold more so : she had two 
torturers in place of one, the worse of whom was the 
woman. 

Whenever escape was possible, the once pretty 
and cheerful little "Bertine" would glide silent and 
ghostlike up those dark stairs to the garret where 
her mother lay, and listen to the invalid's querulous 
complaints at being left so much alone, meekly 
enduring reproaches and showing in a hundred different 
ways the one affection of which she seemed capable. 
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t If by chance her mother was asleep when she arrived, 
then she wonld kneel by the bedside, her face buried 
in her hands, but not a sob or a groan was ever wrung 
from her heaTily-burdened heart. Tears seemed an 
unhappy impossibility to her nature. Her existence 
could only be compared to that of some involuntarily 
cloistered nun of olden times ; but if she outlived her 
despair, she had not the solace to look forward to of 
calm and holy meditation which at any rate convent; 
life can offer. The time came when poorBertine lost 
the one consolation remaining to her. 

Her mother died. Although in the last few days of 
her life more conscious of what went on around, 
Madame Gaudin died unknowing the full extent of 
grief, shame, and sorrow undermining the existence of 
her darUng. She had been too long accustomed to 
poverty to shudder at the sight of the bare walls 
and low dirty ceiling of her room, during the short 
time that her recollection returned to her. She saw 
the pale-faced daughter by her bedside so sadly 
changed from the bright girl whose laughter had once 
been her chief delight, and she sighed as she recog- 
nised in the faded bloom and attenuated features of 
her darling the results of poverty's bitter curse. They 
succeeded in keeping the last sacrifice from her, and 
she died praying for a bright future to recompense her 
poor girl's devotion. She passed away without pain, 
having received the rites of the Church from a Holy 
Priest, and absolution for any of the few faults of her 
almost blameless life. 
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The night of her mother's death, Albertine came to 
the house, and declared her intention of remaining all 
night watching alone by the body. Kind-hearted 
people, who had often before sought to comfort her 
in her sorrows, tried to dissuade her, but in vain. To 
all their words of sympathy and plans suggested for 
the bettering her life of suffering, she listened with 
the old fixed and lustreless look which had become 
habitual to her ; replying that her plans had long been 
made, and nothing could induce her to deviate from 
them. Alone, sad and weary-looking, she went up the 
narrow staircase, and was heard to turn the key after 
entering her mother's room. 

Next morning no answer being received to 
knocks, first low and timid, then more peremptory, 
the door was broken open, and two dead bodies were 
found lying on the truckle-bed in the small attic. 
There was a pan of still smouldering charcoal on the 
floor, and poor Albertine lay there awaiting burial 
with her mother. The sole object of her short span 
of life had been accomplished, and she was at rest 
at last. 

A letter and a slip of paper were found on the 
table. The letter was directed to her father ; and on 
the scrap of paper was an entreaty that it might be 
kept in the house on the chance of his some day 
returning. 

This letter the old woman told me she had taken 
charge of; although, as she said, more from a 
wish of complying with the girl's last request, 
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than from any expectations or hope of Gandin's re- 
appearance. 

I was much saddened by the story and left the old 
house with a heavy heart. To die young, unloved, and 
unmoumed seems contrary to nature's law. 

I told this dreary tale to ma Bichette, who is very 
sensitive. She said that to hear it froze all the blood 
in her veins, and forbade me ever again to allude to 
the topic. I have often since thought that the sad 
little victim was avenged. 

Not more than a year back the corpse of a 
murdered man was found lying on a deserted strip of 
ground outside the walls of Avignon. It was that of 
the butcher Desmoulins, who was supposed to have 
been robbed of a large sum of money he was known 
to have had about him. But if robbed, I don't think 
it was by the hand that dealt him death ; for in the 
wound through his heart was a Moorish knife, with a 
piece of paper twisted round the hilt on which was 
scrawled — "A beau jeu, beau retour.*' 

Thp murderer has not yet been arrested, and I 
pray that he never may be ; for my unfailing penetra- 
tion and acute perceptions tell me that it was the 
poor young girl's father who dealt the blow. 



Madame Pigache, who had given many very con- 
temptuous glances in the direction of her husband 
during his turn of story-telling, said that she dis- 
approved of the heroines of all dramas, domestic or 
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otherwise, on principle. They were always, she 
informed the company, doing something wrong at 
which no one was ever shocked, everybody being in fact 
only too ready to find excuses for their improper coarse 
of conduct. It was enough to demoralise society. 
Ladies of this sort ought not to be encouraged by 
having their woes and their naughtiness related and 
written about. As for people who are really good as 
good can be, they not only get no credit for their 
virtue, but society is always finding fault with them — 
for being too good, she supposed — out of jealousy and 
other unchristian motives. This was so disheartening, 
that to sensitive people it was enough to disgust them 
with life and being good. She generally found that 
the most bitter detractors from innocence and virtue 
were spiteful old maids — only fit to dress out church 
images, — and whom she begged to assure that she 
quite understood their sour looks, even if she could 
not understand much of their language — this, with 
great emphasis. 

The crimson countenance and contemptuous glances 
of Miss Willocks showed that could she have spoken 
French as well as she understood it there would have 
been a duel of words between the two ladies. This 
fortunate powerlessness caused her to compose herself 
as quickly as possible and look resignedly up at the 
ceiling, unmistakably pantomiming that there was 
some one in that company who stood in need of a 
Protestant lady's prayers. 

The Spanish gentleman, thinking no doubt that he 
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had hit off a cmining device for taming away wrath, 
pulled from his pocket a couple of the silk ribbon 
garters sold at the Convent, representing the size of 
the Santissima's girdle ; these — a red and a yellow — 
he offered with much smiling politeness to my injured 
coontryw oman. 

Sad to relate, this attempt at conciliation failed 
miserably. Miss Willocks requesting the support of 
her brother's arm, that her exit might be more effective, 
prepared majestically to leave the room. She was only 
persuaded to abandon her intention, on that phlegmatic 
relative reminding her of the discomfort and damp of 
their private apartments, and on my also promising to 
tell a story for her especial gratification if she favoured 
the company by remaining. 

The audience were becoming a little drowsy, but I 
commenced at once in pursuance of my promise, and 
told the story of Soeur Scholastique. 
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SCEUR SCHOLASTIQUE. 



When a lad of twelve years old, I was sent to a 
seaport town on the north coast of France ; a worthy 
priest there having expressed his readiness to harden 
himself with a weedy youth whose ohject was to pick 
up as mnch French and health as possible by change 
of air. 

My reverend Mentor, the Abbe Regnault, who at 
first sight secured the liking of his youthful Tele- 
machus, was a tall, slight, thoughtful, rather weary- 
looking man of about thirty, whose long black trailing 
soutane, silk sash, and tricome hat became him right 
well. His face was very pale, his forehead broad and 
intellectual looking, suggesting by the prominence of 
its blue veins ideas of either over- work, deep anxiety, 
or delicate health. His large grey eyes shaded by 
long dark lashes, and surrounded by a strong blue 
tmge showing through the transparent skin, appeared 
of a preternatural brightness. His mouth could smile 
as sweetly as any woman's, but was also capable 
of being compressed with an expression of rigid 
determination, showing that in his character there 
existed no small power to endure suffering and to 
resist sin. Already his abundant brown hair was 
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thickly Bprinkled with threads of grey; but the 
peculiarities which I first noticed in my master 
were his pleasant smile and his gentle voice wel- 
coming me to my new home : his other charac- 
teristics grew upon me by degrees. His abnegation 
of self, his true piety, the unerring and delicate tact 
of his pure mind, and his simple belief in the desire 
of every one to do as much good as he was himself 
capable of, showed themselves in every action of his 
life, every expression to which he gave utterance. 

Whenever I see the painted portrayal of those 
martyrdoms, where in the midst of horrible tortures 
some Holy Saint preserves unmoved his heavenward 
glance of sad but hopeful resignation, I am reminded 
of a look I can often remember seeing on the face of 
my dear old friend. Alas ! he is long since dead. 

We lived in an old-fashioned, high-roofed house. It 
was approached through a courtyard, where, fortunately 
for our feet, a narrow path of flagstones led across 
the uncomfortable-looking pavement of kidnoy-potato- 
shaped flint-stones from i^Qporte-cocliere to the house- 
door. This small enclosure was brightened by some 
round-topped bay trees in green tubs, and by a boldly 
conceived fresco painting that adorned one of its 
walls, representing an impossible panorama, with 
a foreground of equally impossible vine-trellised 
terrace. 

In addition to the Abb4 and myself, our mSnage 
consisted of his father and mother and their niece 
Flore, a pretty blonde who set herself up as a 



SCBUR SCHOLASTIQUE, 289 

model to the whole neighbourhood where religious 
duties were concerned — fasts, church services, and 
confessions included ; but her cousin was not her 
confessor, nor was I her canfidant. She was always 
rather a mystery to my young mind. 

The old couple belonged to the peasant class, 
and if my knowledge of French had depended on their 
ideas of that language, a version of its expressive 
idiom as taught at any out-of-the-way English 
grammar school would have been as near the real 
thing. They spoke the patois of their respective 
departments with a freedom from early educational 
restraint, or any polish acquired by after-life ex- 
perience, that was grand in its simplicity, both as 
regarded refinement of ideas and the verbal expression 
of them. 

Old Monsieur Eegnault had passed his early life 
as an infantry soldier in the first Napoleon's armies ; 
but not only had the Field-Marshal's baton — then 
popularly supposed to be contained in each conscrifs 
knapsack — eluded his grasp, but every other form of 
distinctive reward as well. He had, however, con- 
soled himself by retaining a pretty firm hold of the 
social glass whenever it came within his grasp ; and 
in the days when I knew him he still retained a firm 
disinclination to allow its passing by him unheeded; 
while if anisette, his favourite liquor, formed its con- 
tents, the old gentleman's delighted dalliance knew 
no bounds beyond limited supply. 

He was a fine specimen^ as showing what; in spite 
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of its fragility, our humanity can endure. " P^pire," 
as he was familiarly designated, was a goodly sight 
when dressed in his best for High Mass on Sunday. 
He only attended that one church ceremony during 
the week ; and I am bound to relate, solely out of 
deference to his son's ecclesiastical position. He 
made but small efforts at 'disguising his atheistical 
opinions; but with old ideas of strictness where 
duty was concerned, once '' on parade,** as he 
termed it, he went through the ritual drill with an 
exactness worthy of an old soldier 'of the grande 
arm^e— bowing, kneeling, and crossing himself with 
the best. He wore on Sundays a long brown 
redingote that reached nearly to his ankles; his 
fur cap of every-day life — never laid aside in- 
doors or out — was replaced by an inordinately tall 
hat, and his boots, blacked by himself according 
to some quaint old military recipe, shone with 
the lustre of varnished leather. At this toilette of 
ceremony his wife would assist by giving finishing 
touches ; and having turned him out faultlessly neat, 
would stand at the porte-cochere proudly watching 
his still erect old form as he paced staidly 
towards the parish church. Perhaps she also 
thought it advisable to see him safely past a small 
cabaret at the comer of our street, lest its tempta- 
tions should induce him to stray from the right 
path, and the influence of its aniseed cordial 
cause the demure pace to relapse into a recollection 
of the old dare-devil garrison swagger. It was usual 
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for the Abbe's mother to remain at home herself on 
these occasions^ and help our one servant in cooking 
the Sunday's dinner. This repast was usually of a 
more recherchS character than on week days; it 
often happening that after Mass some brother priest 
would accompany her son home to partake of his 
hospitality. 

Madame Begnault was a still sprightly dame of 
sixty. Yeiy impulsive^ as easily moved to tears as 
to laughter, not very averse herself to occasional 
'^ nips " of strong cordials, and much pitted in the 
face with the small-pox. She was very devout, and 
was constantly slipping on the long black cloth cloak, 
that with a neatly frilled cap formed her out-of-door 
costume, to go out and hear a Mass, say a few 
prayers at a favourite shrine, or collect gossip. Very 
proud of her son's education and sacerdotal character, 
though I never heard him speak to her otherwise 
than with the greatest deference, she was not a little in 
awe of him. She was usually addressed as *^ m^m^re " 
by our small family party. 

As for Mdlle. Flore, she had a pretty ingenue air, 
which made her appear to be no more than eighteen, 
though I have reason to suppose that she was ten 
years beyond that tender age. I have to thank her as 
much as any one for my knowledge of the French 
language. She was a devoted admirer of Paul de 
Eock's novels, a volume or two of which she was 
good enough occasionally to lend me : sometimes she 
would even read them over with me and explain with 

B 



tf 



S42 SORTIES FROM ''GIB. 



great goodnature any of the more abstruse parts that 
to my youthful stupidity were pardonably incompre- 
hensible. 

At first P6p6re objected to me, as belonging to a 
nation whose mere name was an abomination to him 
— through his long life the word Englishman had 
been as a term of reproach and a stink in his nostrils — 
but when this prejudice was at last surmounted, a 
firm friendship sprang up between us, especially as I 
never tired of listening to long-winded accounts of 
the old soldiering days. How he had nearly perished 
in the retreat from Moscow, only saving himself 
from being frost-bitten by ripping open the body 
of a recently killed comrade, and bathing his feet in 
the still warm blood. How the fact of raw horse* 
flesh chancing to agree with his constitution, had alone 
saved him a hundred times from death by hunger — 
even feats at cannibalism were hinted at, but these I 
looked upon as a drawing of the long bow allowable to 
adventurers. How he had been left for dead on the 
field of Waterloo, being only saved by a kindly Belgian 
peasant and his pretty daughter. They had dressed 
his wounds, and then taken him to their cottage in 
the Forest of Soignies till he was able to start and 
beg his way back to France. 

That humble hospitality, I regret to state, had not 
met with the reward that should attend on good actions, 
as the little Belgian girl left her home to accompany 
the reprobate back to his countiy, and she was not 
the Madame Begnault of my day. 
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Daring the short intervals of peace in those good 
old times, P^p^re was the best dancer and firmest 
drinker at eveiy ducasse within reach, and the terror 
of fathers and husbands wherever his regiment, the 
16th Voltigeurs, chanced tj be quartered. 

He was nearly seventy years old when I knew him, 
but just as cheerful as a conscript of sixteen might 
be. He laughed and sung, and still showing such an 
inclination to say pretty things to any good-looking 
girl he might see in the street, that his old wife, who was 
as jealous as a Spanish woman, every now and then 
would make scenes on the subject, when it required 
the interference of the whole household to soothe 
her back to calm. These always came off when the 
Abbe was fi'om home, but if he happened to return 
unexpectedly, the lady's tears, screams, and hair- 
tearing would cease as suddenly as would the naughty 
songs and gros jurons of her husband if he were 
similarly surprised in their indulgence. 

I used frequently to accompany the Abb^ Begnault 
in visits entailed on him by duty and politeness, 
thus making many acquaintances who showed great 
kindliness of feeling towards the lanky English 
schoolboy, and also witnessing much of the good 
priest's earnestness in his vocation. In virtue of my 
extreme youth, I was allowed admission even into a 
convent of nuns, where he took it in rotation with 
others to celebrate Mass. 

Of those among the sisterhood of the "Sacr6 
Coeur " who had taken the black veil, we neither of 

b2 
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US, of coarse, knew anjrihmg. We heard their voices 
during service as they sang responses from a screened 
gallery near the high altar, and that was alL But 
there were others who, having taken only the white 
veil, or being on probation, to whose society we were 
admitted, and who received ns with mnch affability, 
always showing a strong inclination to gossip. 

I was even kissed by Mdre Antoinette, the mire 
assistante and privileged '' oldest inhabitant " of the 
community — she took snuff which lodged among the 
wrinkles of her face — who afterwards stuffed me with 
cakes and sweetmeats, which I took in part atonement 
for the infliction. In spite of her age and toothless 
gums, she was chief chatterer of the party. There was 
M^re Gudule, an old lady of another sort, cross and 
viperish, who from the first was my bitter enemy, and 
who showed her evident disapproval that even so harm- 
less a specimen of untonsured male humanity should 
be allowed to enter within the sacred walls. Hers 
was the one exception to the generally amiable 
character of the sisterhood, each of whose members 
— ^to whom such liberty was allowed — receiving our 
occasional visits with much apparent pleasure and a 
general outbreak of loquaciousness. 

The Lady Superior was a slight, gracefully-formed 
woman of sixty, who in youth must have been very 
handsome, and whose hands, still white and plump, 
often, I fear, distracted her attention when they were 
held upwards in prayer. In ordinary conversation she 
scarcely attempted to conceal the mundane feeling of 
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her great admiration of their beauty, waving them a 
good deal as aids to her mild eloquence, and exhibiting 
them in a demure way to the best advantage. From 
what I remember of the good lady, I should not say 
that her rule inclined to severity. 

There was one fair young face that I shall never 
forget, as it looked, with long black-eyelashed orbs 
of darkest blue and a sad smile, from beneath one 
of the snowy coifs and veils worn by the sister- 
hood. 

Sweet SoBur Scholastique ! Your beauty it was that 
first caused the pleasant consciousness to illumine my 
boyish ignorance of how much of happiness may radiate 
from womankind. How a smile may act on our nature 
with an effect as vivifying as that of warm sun- 
shine on the cold earth, causing bright flowers to 
burst forth and human life to seem happier by the 
disclosing of the world's many beauties. My adora- 
tion of a beautiful face dates from that time, and I 
believe I have to thank you, sweet sister, for beauty 
having ever since been as pleasant to me as sunrise 
succeeding to night, as the first glow of health after 
long sickness, and as next best happiness after the 
triumphant consciousness of love returned which super- 
sedes every other. 

From Sceur Scholastique seemed to emanate an in- 
fluence that in those days I could not understand. A 
sensation of well-being came over me at the mere 
touch of her coarse serge dress. I can see her now, 
as taking my hand in hers, she asked kindly questions 
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on subjects likely to interest me — of my family, my 
pursuits, if I had any sisters, and if I loved them. 
Her usual question was, if I mentioned any one, " Et 
tu Taimes, mon enfant ? '* Pretty creature! Heaven 
must have sent her into this world to love and to be 
loved. How in that dreary cage she lived on without 
the love her young heart so evidently yearned after, 
was inexplicable even to my youthful comprehension. 
Love seemed to radiate from her. Although unable 
to account for the mysterious influence she seemed to 
have upon me, I felt that even if my eyes had been 
bandaged I should have still been conscious of Soeur 
Scholastique's presence had she been in the room. 
Once I thought of consulting Mdlle. Flore on the 
subject, being much impressed with the idea of her 
cleverness, but shyness prevented me. 

Another source of astonishment was the very 
evident fact that my master always appeared to avoid 
the fair young sister, to shrink from receiving anything 
at her hand, even turning his eyes another way — 
often with a sigh — as she entered the parlour, illu- 
minating, to my idea, the dark walls by her presence. 
I thought that for some reason or other he must 
dislike the poor girl. It was, in my eyes, the one 
fault in his otherwise perfect character that he did 
not love SoBur Scholastique. Perhaps I am wiser 
now. 

To Mere Gudule of the forbidding countenance, 
the young nun's loveliness and gentle manners sug- 
gested no ideas of sympathy or admiration. She 
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seemed always on the look-out for opportunities of 
reproach and sarcasm, when her sharp and snappish 
sentences would bring tears of sorrow to the pretty 
blue eyes, and of impotent rage into my own. 

By a rare chance one day, when the Abbe Begnault 
was engaged hearing confessions in the Convent 
Chapel, Sceur Scholastique and I were alone together 
in the old oak-panelled parlour. As she stood at a 
window looking out oyer the garden, the bright sun- 
light falling on her fair face and on the heavy folds 
of her dress : one of her hands rested on the casement, 
the other toyed listlessly with the large beads of a 
rosary hanging from her waist. I sat at some 
distance watching her, and thinking how lovely she 
was, my mind at the same time being engaged in an 
attempt to work out the still unsolved problem, to 
which it could find no satisfactory solution, — the desire 
to know what caused that strange admixture of 
pleasure, pain, fear, and love with which I regarded 
a pretty woman. The sister gazed in silent musing 
at the blue sky, the waving boughs of trees and gaily- 
tinted flower parterres. When at last she spoke it 
was in an absent manner, without turning from the 
window. It was a sad little speech. 

"Dost thou, my child," she said, "never think 
how happy thou art in thy liberty ? Ah ! to be able 
once more to wander among the green fields, by the 
sea-shore, or amidst the hurrying crowd in the streets ! 
To see mothers proudly leading their little children, 
receiving looks of sympathy from those who make 
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way for them as they pass smUing on ! To see the 
glance the fisherman's wife casts seaward as she toils 
on, cheered by the hope of her husband's safe retnm ! 
To see the life that loves! The death that is 
mourned over! Thou, happy one, canst take the 
hand of any thou lovest and tell them boldly of thy 
love. Thy sorrow even will be sweet, for it need not 
be borne in solitude. Ah, mon enfant, mon enfant ! 
And yet they tell me that I should pray for you ! 
That you and such as you can never — on account of 
your heresy — aspire to the joys of Paradise. May it 
not be that you have your Heaven in this world? 
While we — Ah well ! we after death shall be so happy. 
No tears, no regrets, no vain longings, no wicked, 
wicked desires to return to the world ! Ah ! what 
happiness — what happiness ! " 

The poor girl's eyes filled with tears ; a little, 
half-suppressed sob broke from her, while I felt 
assured that for a very short tenure of some such 
happiness as her heart was telling her of, she would 
have willingly compounded to risk any future — even 
an eternity — of the promised bliss of which she spoke. 

"Promise me, mon enfant," she went on, "Promise 
me, that in after years you will sometimes think of 
SoBur Scholastique ; not as of a living woman, still 
wandering about these dark rooms and watching with 
longing eyes the bright outside sunlit world, but as 
one that is dead, and therefore happy — not mourned 
for perhaps — long since forgotten by every one else — 
the small cross above her grave rotted away " 
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** Ma Sceor,*' here interrupted the harsh tones of 
Mere Gndnle, who fresh from the moral cleansing 
process of confession had glided noiselessly into the 
room, '' you forget in your hospitable attention to this 
foreign youth what important cares devolve upon you. 
The vegetables for the infirmary soup are yet unpre- 
pared, and the Sister Fr^d^gonde complains that on 
your turn for duty in the kitchen, it always happens 
that she has herself to brighten the cooking pots. 
Bemember, my sister, how the Holy Saints toiled 
when on earth to entitle them to the bliss they now 
enjoy in heaven. Remember that it will be unpleasing 
to Madame la Sup^rieure if the casseroles are not 
well scrubbed. To your onions and saucepans, 
sister, and leave the entertaining of this heretic boy 
to me." 

That unpleasant woman, by way of making the time 
pass agreeably, then entered upon so vivid a description 
of the flames of purgatory, in which, according to her 
account several millions of heretics like myself are 
constantly kept cooking, as almost to induce a belief 
that she had been favoured with a peep at its horrors. 
She gave me a small lace-bordered engraving, which 
represented a number of naughty boys uncomfortably 
seated upon a furnace presided over by a severe-looking 
demon, while some good youths seated high above on 
a cool cloud made faces at them. 

I was far more painfully impressed by Mother 
Gudule's ugly and forbidding face than by the fiimace 
of futurity, and thought I would much rather, had I 
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the power of selection, choose as a companion the 
demon of the picture than her forbidding self. 

My preceptor's welcome appearance at length ended 
the torture of this Ute-d-Ute ; and after a little con- 
versation on subjects of pious gossip we left the 
Convent together. 

As usual on our homeward walk we managed to talk 
a good deal about Soeur Scholastique. I always 
found a patient listener to her praise in the Abb^, 
although he so persistently avoided her presence. On 
this occasion I ventured to say that her appearance 
and listless manner impressed me with the idea that 
she was unhappy, making at the same time some 
inquiries as to her life before entering on her 
novitiate. Monsieur Regnault said that I was quite 
mistaken in supposing for a moment that so good a 
person was not happy, that in fact good people were 
necessarily always happy ; and he went on to string 
together for my benefit some more of those well- 
meant maxims and platitudes with which ** grown- 
up " people attempt to impose upon innocent youth, 
imagining that their amiable design of benefiting 
them is forwarded thereby. He further added, that 
only a marked preference for the sacred vocation 
could in any one's case cause their being immured in 
a cloister. As for Soeur Scholastique, there was the 
additional reason existing, that her mother, a very 
pious and determined woman, had vowed, during a 
dangerous illness of her daughter, that if the Blessed 
Virgin permitted her recovery, the restored life she 
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granted should be placed as a votiye offeiing at the 
foot of the altar. 

I could not help presumptuously thinking that 
perchance the girl's life had been spared for other 
purposes than a lasting seclusion from the world, and 
that the recording angel would have dealt lightly with 
the '' pious and determined person '* her mother, had 
her vow to that effect remained unfulfilled. 

I may mention that my j&iend Pepere was a very 
gregariously-disposed old gentleman, and when at the 
cabaret and under the influence of his favourite 
anisette, inclined to make roystering acquaintances 
that were disapproved of by the home authorities as 
being far too ** fast " for the papa of a Priest. I was 
accustomed to hear many lectures read him on this 
subject by his wife and niece, who between them 
subjected him to a rather severe surveillance, so that 
one day when I was walking on the ramparts and saw 
him seated there on a bench talking with much 
animation to a stranger, I knew perfectly well what 
would be in store for him on his return home if he 
were found out. His friend in this instance was quite 
a young fellow, good-looking, and of a better class 
than Pepere usually selected; but from the way he 
was evidently enjoying the conversation, there was no 
doubt but the old man considered himself to be in 
** mischief." 

I could not help thinking that the pair were talking 
about me. Not that they "laughed consumedly," or 
indulged in any gestures which might convey the 
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idea ; but from some glances I caught, I was pos- 
sessed with the feeling of being for something in 
their interesting confabulation. Time resolved this, as 
it does most other mysteries, great and small. 

P6p^re was not at all above making himself 
useful about the house in many little ways suited to 
his genius. He had a turn for carpentering, and a far 
from despicable knowledge of cookery, while, like all 
old soldiers^ he possessed the art of frirbishing to a high 
degree, and rather enjoyed putting a well-beeswaxed 
brush on his foot for floor-polishing purposes. His 
chief delight lay in anything connected with the wine 
cellar ; this he considered his own special depart- 
ment, though the key of it was never trusted in his 
possession. There was another key which gave rise 
to a constant game of hide-and-seek being carried on 
Mith him, in which much ingenuity was displayed on 
both sides — that of a certain closet where the liqueurs 
were kept. He had a cheerful knack, when suc- 
cessful in his search after this, of swallowing the 
contents of every bottle within reach, till his old pins 
would carry him no longer ; when he would lie down 
on the floor of his own polishing, and sleep placidly 
till removed by M^mere and Mdlle. Flore, perfectly 
indifierent to their maledictions on his silly old 
head. 

The morning after his walk on the ramparts I found 
Pepfere in the courtyard, busily engaged rinsing out 
bottles for a great field-day with a barrel of wine that 
was in the cellar. He was in high glee as he no 
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donbt spied a chance, in spite of surveillance, of 
getting smreptitioasly drank in the underground 
darkness. 

** Bonjour, mon fieu/' he began in his patois — I 
was always "mon fieu " on his bright days — "here 
you behold me as usual hard at work. Nothing can 
be done in this house of misfortune without the old 
wolf turning up his shirt sleeves, and doing the labour 
of ten people for them. It's always P^pere this, 
P^pere that, and well done, P^p^re, when anything 
is wanted ; but when the service has been rendered — 
ah, bi'n, oui, je t'en fiche ! — ^he may sit all day long 
unnoticed in the place they grudge him at the chimney 
comer without any one so much as saying, ' tape-l&, 
vieux butor.' Thousand million thunders, let each 
saint have his candle, say I; or, see you, my sou, 
there would be the devil to pay, and grumbling even 
in Paradise — and why not ? " 

I may mention that very few saints could possess 
the power of grumbling to the extent it had 
been attained by that ancient warrior in his course 
of soldiering, or be more tenacious of the deference 
due to their individual merits. After listening to a 
long tirade of fault-finding and depreciation of the 
present generation, I asked who the good-looking 
young man was that I had seen in his company 
the day before on the ramparts. 

"Ah! et en voila un autre,*' he went on. "A 
pretty boy and a good boy that can enjoy his glass ; but 
he is just like the rest of them. He can't do without 
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Pep^re, so he comes up at the cabaret, and taking off 
his hat to the old wolf, offers a gontte of ahnik (t. e.^ 
brandy), after which we walk together once or twice 
as thou sawest. Ta Dieu ! but it is well there should 
be some one in the world who can appreciate the old 
man, and like to benefit by his experience — not treat 
him like a stale munition loaf, fit only to be thrown 
and kicked about as a football." 

He added that his young friend, Desire Blamont, 
besides being much taken with his own social qualities, 
and professing great interest in all relating to mili- 
tary history, had, by way of still further showing 
his good taste, expressed a strong desire to make 
my acquaintance also, that is, if I would allow him 
the honour. The youth, he told me, had been some 
three or four years in the town studying for the laW. 
He occupied an apartment on the Quays, in the house 
of one Pfere Mascou, a well-known naturalist, whose 
noisy establishment, full of strange birds and beasts, 
was, as the wily old soldier well knew, my great 
admiration ; so that on a visit being proposed there 
for the following Sunday afternoon I at once jumped 
at the bait. The strictest secresy was necessary to 
insure our plan being carried out. Monsieur D6sire, 
Pepere said, not being in the habit of attending 
Mass and other ** momeries,'* he was not well looked 
on by the ** black people " — a disparaging allusion to 
the Priest class, which I regret to say my friend 
permitted himself when we were alone — but " to get 
on in life, mon fieu, we must haye friends en enfer as 
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well as in Paradise ;" with which concluding remark 
the old gentleman returned to his bottles. He was 
too much engrossed for further conversation, so I left 
him singing one of his pet ganison songs about a 
celebrated cantiniere of his time, the brightness of 
whose eyes amply counterbalanced the badness of her 
jne, and whose Undresse was displayed in the 
she lavished indiscriminately on conscrit and 
Captain. 

I have seen a good deal of soldiers and their ways 
since those distant times, always recognising in them 
traces of the well-remembered Pep^re type — formed 
in the first Napoleon's day, owing its origin very 
much further back still. It is a remarkable con- 
glomeration of grumbling and insouciance^ selfishness 
and sentiment, pliability and stubbornness, suspicion 
and credulity, innocence and guile, apparently as 
strengthening to the constitution as it is comforting 
to the mental faculties, to judge from the statistics of 
miUtary longevity. 

Having ascertained that the qualities of the fresh 
barique of wine were to be tested at dinner on the 
following Sunday, when a rather larger priestly gather- 
ing than usual was expected, we considered the oc- 
xjasion propitious for hunting up young Monsieur 
Blamont. Madame Begnault and the blonde niece 
would be too much engaged in household duties to 
trouble themselves about our proceedings. Also, they 
were admitted on those occasions to sit and listen 
respectfully to the pious men's discussions of church 
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gossip, and their parishioners' shortcomings— a privi- 
lege highly appreciated* 

Pep^re excelled himself that day, winning several 
culinary triumphs. When the meal was concluded, 
he and I were allowed to slip away unquestioned, and 
we started in high spirits at having broken bounds so 
successfuUy. 

Of course my companion grumbled in the midst of 
his gaiety, declaring that his "folio de punitions " of 
former days was not more strictly kept than was his 
wife's record of his present mild misdeeds ; and that 
consequently he felt the same mischievous delight in 
escaping an " entry " as when its score was kept by 
the sergeant of his company. 

We were soon established, having received a hearty 
welcome, in the law student's small sitting-room that 
looked out on the Quays. Its rather sickly atmosphere 
— resulting from the zoological combinations beneath 
— was quickly counteracted by a strong smell of 
anisette and clouds of smoke from the old soldier's 
black pipe, or brule-gueule, as he called it. A box of 
chocolate and a cage of young monkeys, the property 
of T?he Mascou, were produced for my own delectation. 

D^sir6 Blamont was a bright-haired, dark com- 
plexioned, well-built young man of two-and-twenty, 
with a slight silky moustache, black eyes and strongly 
marked eyebrows, whose healthy colour suggested his 
sparing consumption of the *' midnight oil." There 
was something very attractive in his manner, which, 
combined with his landlord's monkeys, made me 
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inclined to swear eternal friendship with him, and 
to promise frequent repetitions of that first visit. As 
for Pep^re, he was in his element. 

Seated near an open window which commanded a 
yiew of the dock full of shipping and the constant 
movement on the quays, he had the additional comfort 
of a small table at his elbow, on which were displayed 
a- packet of strong caporal tobacco and a decanter 
of his much-loved Uqueur. 

The warm sunshine combining with the spirituous 
fluid seemed to rejuvenate his old blood to the glow 
of thirty years back. He favoured us with naughty 
reminiscences, while lamenting that our youth should 
be passed in so degenerate an age when there were 
not such raid^s buveurs or pleasant mauvais sujeti 
as in his own boyhood, and prophesied, in consequence, 
dire results to the present generation of both men and 
women. 

" Come, drink, my children, qui ne boit goutte ne 
voit goutte. Vive la gait^ ! Life is a ball, and he is a fool 
who won't dance at it. Oh yes, and drink ! Look at 
this old wolf, who has still the ankle firm, and would 
be capable of talking-over the prettiest girl in the 
parish if he were not gardS a vue and kept cool by 
constant sprinklings of holy water. Nom de biche ! 
who would ever have thought that a son of the 'Fleur 
d'amour ' of former days would become one of the 
black people, with a latch-key of his own into Paradise? 
But there, it don't do to spit in the well when we 
have to drink the water. Keep friendly with both 

8 
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Bides has ever been old P^pdre's motto, save when 
yon're offended ; but then, oh then, my sons, hit out, 
and hit hard. Gome, Monsiem* D^sir6, let the little 
EngUsh, who likes the birds and beasts downstairs, 
hear of your caged canary that is so pretty, and would 
sing BO sweetly if set at liberty. Nom de bleu ! but 
times are indeed sadly changed ! Did I ever tell you 
how in Spain we others once broke into a convent of 
nuns, some stealing the chapel plate, some kisses, 
and some, ma foi, both, as I who at present speak to 
you ? But, bigre de Mgre, St. Peter is bon enfant^ 
liking old soldiers par camaraderie — the best of all 
reasons — don't they say he was a soldier once himself? 
When the Abbe marches boldly up to the good saint, 
and standing at attention, saluting him, says, it is a 
shame that an old viveur should be left down below in 
the taUe de police, or purgatory, as they call it, the 
saint will open the door, and shout with a good big 
oath, * Tiens, c'est ce gros polisson, Fleur d'amour ; 
enter, enter, we have worse than thou, my son, inside; 
a good soldier who knows his duty is not to be left 
waiting avec cea ladrons-lh,^ " 

Pep^re then relapsed into the silent and dreamy 
stage of inebriety, shaking his old head and occasion- 
ally breaking out into a joyous chuckle at the thoughts 
of former pleasant villanies. Desire and I being 
thus left to all intents and purposes Ute-a-Ute, he 
entered on the little matter of business which had, 
in addition to my reputation for '' amiable frankness," 
caused his excessiye desire to form my acquaintance. 
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Ab he observed, his history was " navrant " in the 
extreme, and calculated to draw sympathy from the 
hardest nature; ''how much more, consequently, from 
one who possessed the good-heartedness distinguishing 
Messieurs les Anglais ? " 

He told me that his family had settled in the 
new French colony of Algeria, and had sent him 
three years since to the mother-country to prosecute 
his legal studies, with the ultimate intention of 
setting him up as an avocat in the city of Algiers, 
after the usual qualifying routine had been gone 
through. He had brought with him a letter of intro- 
duction from his mother to old friends of her family 
who lived in our town. Monsieur and Madame Blan- 
chard, and by them he was received with the utmost 
kindness, being at once admitted into their domestio 
circle. The Elanchard family consisted of one son 
and two daughters : with Adele, the youngest of these. 
Desire had fallen in love from the first moment of 
their meeting. She was so good, so pretty, so devoted 
a daughter, and then their affection — as, Dieu merci, 
she returned his love — seemed but the development ol 
an instinct implanted in each of their young hearts, 
which told how they were bom to make the happiness 
of one another. The girl on his arrival was only just 
sixteen. Both sisters from the first treated him as a 
brother, until a shyness arising between Ad^le and 
himself (the source of which neither in their innocence 
understood), he had afterwards reason, on looking back, 
to suppose the family imagined that he was attracted 
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by the elder Bister, and were disposed to encourage 
the inclination. He was allowed to be perpetually at 
the Blanchards' house (nearly every evening being 
spent there), to accompany the young people at 
the afternoon's promenade, sit near them at Mass^ 
be their constant partner at the many dancing 
r^niona, join them in '' petits jeux innocents/' and 
make them small presents on their respective f6te 
days. 

As the proverb has it, ** love, a cough, and smoke 
cannot for long be hidden." One evening at a partie 
de campagne in the neighbourhood, Ad^Ie and he 
found themselves alone together in a moonlit grove, 
where they had gone to hear if the nightingales were 
singing. Their conversation began by a sort of half- 
quarrely followed quickly by a reconciliation, and ended 
amidst the tears it called forth in an avowal of mutual 
affection. Oh ! the happiness of that moment ! Half 
frightened, half entranced, sobbing and smiling, feeling 
as though heaven had opened before them — but a heaven 
depending for its seraphic joys on one another's 
presence — ^they sat beneath the canopy of the twilight- 
darkened branches, hearing and themselves giving 
utterance for the first time in their young lives to that 
sweetest of all nightingale songs — the first whisper of 
love. 

Ah, what a sweet melody ! What a delicate rhythm ! 
The love of youth, the love of the soul, the love that 
hopes and believes — ^hallowed by its purity — the love 
that if it could only last would make life too happy, 
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and thoughts of death — or, worse stilly of life alone — 
too cmel a torture to be inflicted on humanity. 

Desire had often heard hints dropped by his parents 
that an alliance between his family and the Blanchards 
had always been contemplated. Anticipating no diffi- 
culties therefore, he gave full rein to the feelings of 
his heart, though both he and Ad^le found their love- 
secret so pleasant to hug as a hidden treasure, that 
neither of them spoke to any one of their mutual 
discovery of affection; it was therefore allowed to 
make no difference, as far as outward appearance, in 
the small circle. They argued that the deception 
was a harmless one : both were young, life seemed 
endless, and their love more sacred while its existence 
was known but to one another. 

Whether it is that lookers-on are so engrossed 
by their own selfish pursuits that they can remain 
blind to the true sentiments of others, even of those 
nearest and dearest to them, certainly Monsieur 
and Madame Blanchard had no suspicion of the true 
state of affairs; till Desird at last, by way of preparing 
a pleasant surprise for his mother on her &ie day, 
wrote to acquaint her with his hopes, entreating that 
a demand in due form might be made for the hand 
of Adele. 

From this resulted that one never-to-be-forgott«Q 
day he had a visit from his little sweetheart's father, 
and rushed to meet him in anticipation of being 
received with open arms as a future son-in-law. His 
hands were takenkindly, and then Monsieur Blanchard, 
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with every attempt to diminish its effect, dealt a crael 
blow, which in its suddenness stunned every faculty 
he possessed. The Blanchards had received him into 
their house as an old friend, and freely discussed 
every subject of family interest in his presence ; that 
is, every subject but one — a subject so painful to them 
that it had been tacitly agreed all allusion to it should 
be avoided, as it involved the loss of the society of 
their youngest and most darling child. The girFs fate 
had been long since settled. In consequence of a 
vow made by her mother, that bright young life was 
doomed to the perpetual seclusion of a cloister — 
Adele was some day to be a nun ! 

Monsieur Blanchard expressed with deep sympathy 
for Desir^ his own grief and disappointment that 
nothing would move his wife from the resolution she had 
taken. She was devote both from family tradition and 
her own inclination, and was impressed by a certainty 
of disaster overtaking them all should she flinch from 
carrying into effect a pledge solemnly made at the 
foot of the altar, vowing her best-loved child to the 
service of the Virgin. So it happened that the fatal 
reserve had been kept up until too late. The bliss 
that had momentarily illumined those two young hearts 
was fated to prove but an ignis fatuus^ that after giving 
a resplendent glimpse showing what life might be, was 
suddenly lost in a dark shadow that betrayed what it 
really is. 

Though professing to consider the young people's 
love to be but the immature fancy of boy and girl, the 
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Blanchards felt, nevertheless, that i^ was time an 
effort should be made and the sacrifice completed. 

Ad^le, poor child, on her feelings being appealed 
to through her sense of daty, rather than bring the 
sorrow she heard foretold as imminent on those she 
loved should her predestined career be annulled, re- 
signed herself to her doom. 

The name of Soeur Scholastique at once rushing to 
my lips, I found that she was indeed the heroine of 
this sad little story. 

Poor beautiful sister ! no wonder your large blue 
eyes were so sad, your face so pale, your look so 
weary. To get a taste of happiness, and see the 
cup dashed from your lips ; to be young, with the 
natural feelings of youth bursting forth like the 
tender buds in spring's sunshine, only to enter on 
a chill atmosphere that must entail a blight on 
all their freshness and beauty ; to see a grave open 
to receive you when every yearning of the heart was for 
life and for love — could any fate be more appalling ? 

The gay Sunday throng, moving about outside in 
the warmth of cheerful day, formed so sad a contrast 
to those silent white-veiled figures I had seen gliding 
silently through the dark convent corridors, that I 
thought of Soeur Scholastique as some poor ghost 
that in the bondage of a tomb restlessly awaits the 
midnight hour, when it may be allowed to haunt 
scenes of former happiness. 

While Pepire napped on, his pipe still between his 
lips, I listened long to the young law-student's descrip- 
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tioD of his love and grief. He told me many little 
incidents, showing how good and kind was his Ad^*8 
nature; how his heart had bled at losing her; that he 
would give half his life to see or even hear from her 
again. He ended by entreating me, if I hoped for pity 
myself, to take charge of a letter for Adele. It was 
only to say farewell, he urged ; he would never, never 
ask me again, and the gratitude of all his life would 
be earned by this one harmless little act. 

No need of such pressing. I was too intensely proud 
to be thus taken into the confidence, and promised 
willingly to do monta et merveilles as far as -in my 
power lay, in aid of two young lovers whose history 
sounded so surpassingly interesting in my boyish ears. 
I had not been greedily devouring libraries full of 
novels on the sly (including Mdlle. Flore's occasional 
loans) without having become imbued with a desire 
for some romantic adventure, in which the love they 
apotheosized should play the chief part. Bemembering 
how my enemy, SoBur Gudule, took the role of chief 
tyrant in our drama, the idea of aiding to deceive my 
persecutor's watchfulness added not a little in giving 
zest to the affair. 

I must have been a rather more precocious boy 
than the ladies of the Sacre Coeur gave me credit 
for, as I remember telling Desire — confidence begets 
confidence — that I also, in a less romantic way, 
was " in love." That a fair young English damsel 
who walked in the procession of a young ladies' 
school, next door but one to the Abbe Begnault's, 
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had stolen my heart, giving her own in exchange. 
That we managed to correspond by means of a Prayer- 
' book which my Eveline (I found afterwards her real 
name was Sarah) always managed to leave in their 
pew at the Protestant chm'ch after morning service. 
On returning to her devotions in the afternoon they 
were rendered more improving to her welfare by a note 
from me, which she invariably found inserted at the 
marriage service. That this lovely ''being'' had sent 
me a book-marker on which the words '' Love thee 
ever" were embroidered in blue silk; and finally, that 
some day we intended to get married, like our betters. 

Desire and I grew quite comfortable over our woes 
and misfortunes, and had become sworn friends long 
before Pepere awoke, which at last he did, perfectly 
and miraculously sober, declaring it was quite time 
for us both to be on the move homewards. He was 
a little inclined to moralise on the folly of plea- 
sure, quoting one of his favourite proverbs to the 
efiect that ''apres la fete on gratte la tete," and 
said that while I went, according to promise, on 
a tour of inspection among the zoological treasures 
below, he should take medicinally another '' goutte '* 
and half a pipe, just to counteract any chill that 
might arise from the evening air on our way home. 

Pire Mascou, the owner of the birds and beasts — 
a shrivelled old man in a jauntily put on scarlet 
Genoese sailor-cap, and with gold earrings — did the 
honours of his collection with much vivacious a£Eii- 
bility. I fear that seeing his varied menagerie made 
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me half regret that so much time had been wasted 
in sentimental discourse. Of all the marvels there 
collected, a black monster baboon, that was carefully 
chained up in a back yard was the greatest. When 
standing upright the creature must have been at the 
least five feet high. His scraggy form, excepting at 
the face, was covered with long black hair, and when 
moving his long attenuated Umbs, with slow, weird- 
like action, there was a half-human half elf-like 
look about him which impressed me with mingled 
delight and awe. The yellow-hued, fetish-like face, 
full of wrinkles, and changing in expression with the 
startling suddenness peculiar to all his race, stood 
out in forcible relief from amidst the sable fur sur- 
rounding it. " Jocrisse," as the interesting monster 
had been christened, possessed such an evil reputa- 
tion, consequent on some escapades committed in the 
neighbourhood when he had once succeeded in 
breaking loose, that the police had ordered his owner 
to destroy him. In deference to the alarm excited by 
his mischievous proclivities, a fictitious account of 
his death had been circulated : Pere Mascou not 
having the heart to carry out the edict of the police 
authorities, the existence of poor Jocrisse was only 
known to a limited circle of admirers. Like other 
owners of bad reputations, the baboon was said to be 
not so bad as ho was painted, and I was so much 
charmed with his history and personal attractions, 
that he excited almost as much interest in my mind 
as Desire and his love afiiair. 
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After many demonstrative &rewells from Blamont, 
P^^re and I at last got under way. We had come 
to an arrangement that on the following day a letter 
should be given to me, to be smuggled into the Con- 
vent of the Sacre CoBm* on the first opportunity. 

The Abbe gave us a gentle scolding on our return 
for having stayed so long away from home, and I 
was subjected by Memfere to a vigorous cross- 
examination as to the whereabouts of our wander- 
ing, and if her elderly Don Juan's philandering 
propensities had caused such a lengthy absence. 
Like many other good wives who have every desire to 
make home pleasant, she could never resist giving 
vent to her jealous suspicions with much bickering, nor 
could anything ever persusule her but that every 
woman in the town was inclined to cajole her husband 
from the pleasant paths of duty. Mdlle. Flore was 
so deeply engrossed in the perusal of a pious book 
(Paul de Kock being only read on the sly), that she 
scarcely appeared to heed our entrance. I happened, 
however, at a later hour to overhear her as she re- 
proached her respected uncle with trying his possible 
to make me as bad as himself, and telling him how 
mortal a sin it was to lead innocence in the wrong 
path. She kindly endeavoured to counteract any harm 
that might have occurred to my morals. After every 
one had gone to bed she and I sat by the kitchen fire 
and read two or three chapters from the '' Laitiere de 
MontfermeU ;** so happily the day was not quite lost 
as regards improvement. 
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A week elapsed after our pleasant Sunday before 
Monsieur I'Abbe's turn arrived to say a Mass and 
hear Confession at the convent of the Sacr6 Gcenr. 
On this occasion, when I was left as usual to eat 
cakes and await my preceptor's leisure in the parlour, 
it chanced that on Soeur Scholastique devolved the 
duty of stimulating my appetite by hospitable atten- 
tions. 

The consciousness of being a conspirator made me 
feel very important, but slightly nervous. However 
proud of the romance of the affair, a little uncer- 
tainty whether the discovery of our plot would not 
entail on me some unpleasant penalty — such as I 
had read of in Protestant pamphlets, describing the 
cruelties practised in convents — ^passed through my 
mind. Having thus meditated while gorging sweet- 
meats to an extent possible only to very youthful diges- 
tions, I ventured, with a boy's inclination for teasdng, 
to ask in my broken French, " Ma sceur, is there 
any one outside from whom you might wish to receive 
a letter ?" The shot pierced more deeply than I had 
intended. 

A flush of deep crimson rose to the pale girlish 
face of Soeur Scholastique, and her hands closed 
across her breast with a convulsive clasp. Com- 
posing herself by a mighty effort, she replied, with 
demure solemnity suited to the words, '^ Letters, 
mon enfant, are not received by such as me. All in 
this holy house are supposed to have overcome the 
weakness of feeling that any interest in mundane 
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matters would give rise to. Prayers, fasting, self- 
forgetftdness, forgiveness of injuries, heavenly hopes, 
renunciation of the flesh But, why this ques- 
tion, my child ? — speak — quick, quick, or it may be 
too late ! *' My answer to this sudden and agitated 
inquiry consisted in producing from my trousers' 
pocket a bundle of schoolboy rubbish ; and selecting 
from it Desire's letter, I tried to press it into her 
hand. 

Poor little woman ! she endeavoured hard to steel 
herself against the proffered temptation. Keeping 
her arms crossed tightly on her breast, she murmured 
with much agitation, ** It may not be, it must not be 
— ^Blessed Virgin, forgive him, but it may not be," 
all the time looking so greedily at the tempting bait, 
that I felt sure there was no danger of its contents 
being wasted by my having to return the note un- 
opened. 

I gave a rapidly-condensed account of my meeting 
with her former lover ; told of our secret visit to the 
wonderful menagerie, and of Desire's anxiety to hear 
of her welfare — how he had promised to give me a 
monkey, and I had promised him a letter from her ; 
BO I hoped she wouldn't be unkind, and I would 
promise never to bring her any more letters if she 
did not wish it. 

The question was quickly settled by Mire Gudule 
opening the door of the parlour. She at once began 
with her usual bickering and fault finding. As any 
arousal of that unpleasant person's suspicions would 
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entail utter ruin, the letter was hastily slipped into 
a pocket of the young nun's dress, and my mission 
so far successfully accomplished. 

The ancient creature asked — angry doubt beaming 
from her bleared optics — of what we could possibly be 
talking with such animation as to bring to her sister's 
face so unseemly a flush. Soeur Scholastique, with 
a presence of mind rather startling to me in those 
days of innocence, replied that she had been listening 
with much interest to my yery animated description 
of some savage animals in a menagerie, one of which 
had made a fierce snap at my hand. Hearing this, 
she said, had made her feel so nervously excited — ^in 
fact quite hysterically disposed ; then beginning to 
sob gently at first, but with increasing violence, she 
rushed from the room. Mere Gudule looked after her 
retreating form with a vicious and evil glance, which 
rendered her appearance more than ever like that of a 
wicked old fairy in the story-books. 

"Ce n'est que le premier pas qui coute," and 
Desire's " one, last letter" having received an answer, 
though after considerable delay, the correspondence 
went on so rapidly that I became from that time forth 
a sort of perambulating post-office. While carrying 
letters and happiness mixed with the twine and 
cobblers' wax in my pockets between those two ex- 
cessively wrong young people, I felt as if I were out- 
jockeying ''Jocrisse" in mischievous proceedings and 
hypocritical airs of innocence, but, alas ! rather glory- 
ing than otherwise in that consciousness. Meanwhile 
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my own miniature romance was progressing, and a 
basis of experience in love matters accumulating in 
my mind, on which foundation many bright castles 
in the air subsequently built have rested with varied 
success. 

The father of my Sarah, alias Eveline, having crossed 
the sea with one of her young brothers to pay her a 
visit, that young lady was bound to show her rela- 
tions the lions of the place, and had many opportu- 
nities for independent action. She managed to meet me 
one day on the ramparts, having left her young brother 
at the pastrycook's, with directions to blow himself out 
tQl called for. To speak honestly, I was a little 
nervous at the idea of that rendezvous, as, although 
I had managed to express a wild amount of romance 
in writing, based on novel-reading experience, I felt 
some uncertainty on the subject of a first effort at verbal 
courtship. Having no " Etiquette of Courtship " at 
hand to refer to, or Sunday newspaper to which I could 
write, I determined on consulting Pep^re as a safe 
authority on such matters. 

His oracularly delivered recipe for a dibut in the 
jeune-premier line was as follows : "On meeting, 
rest one hand on your hip in an attitude of graceful 
ease, raising the other up to the cap in military 
salute ; then prefacing with * avec votre permission, 
Mademoiselle/ clasp both arms round the lady^s 
neck, and bestow several kisses ; after that, trust to 
nature." 

This advice did not quite recall the romantic scenes 
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in ''Paul and Yirginia;" still there was about it a 
business-like air, and being recommended by so high 
an authority, seemed worthy of trial. I rehearsed the 
scene several times in imagination, and arranged a 
very pretty and eloquent dialogue which, if adhered 
to by both parties, seemed to promise an effective 
issue. The meeting was to take place in the most 

solitary part of the walks, and But I am not 

supposed to be writing my own adventures, suffice it 
to say that I entirely lost all presence of mind on the 
occasion, and found love-making very stupid work. 
My Sarah and I got very little beyond a discussion of 
the weather during the whole of our meeting, and 
we didn't enjoy ourselves the least bit. Now a no$ 
moutons. 

Whenever opportunities occurred. Desire confided 
to me the contents of any letter I brought him from 
her whom he still persisted in calling his Ad&le. The 
few lines she wrote consisted chiefly of entreaties to him 
to forget her. She begged him not to risk his happiness 
in this world and the next by letting his mind dwell 
on their former love, now that such feeling was a 
deadly sin. She reminded him that, lost to the 
world, she could never look forward to seeing any 
more the outside of the convent walls. True, tlie 
last step of all, the black veil, had not been taken ; 
but even supposing her own wishes might tend to 
making her a renegade to those first vows, her famify 
would never be brought to permit their recantation; 
the disgrace of such an almost unheard-of proceeding 
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would be too oyerwhelming. Prayers were all 
that remained to her: prayers for forgetfalness, for 
strength to bear the harden of remaining years ; and, 
mingled with them, prayers also offered that he whom 
she had once loved might be able some time to 
place his affections where no fear of regrets might 
interfere with their existence. He might remember 
her, she wrote, still kindly — he need never quite forget 
her — but only as a very dear friend, one whose chief 
desire was his welfare. 

What a thousand pities, I thought, that remr 
pla^ants are not permissible in religious as well as 
in miUtary service : that by payment of a certain 
sum a plainer description of virgin cannot be pro- 
cured for immurement, in {)lace of lovely beings that 
the outside world requires for its own natural pur- 
poses, and possesses in such small quantities. For 
instance, it struck me that if old Oudule took the 
blackest of veils for perpetuity, to hide her frowns 
and ugliness, it would be a benefit to the world in 
general. 

How in those days Desire managed to prosecute 
his legal studies I never could understand, but even if he 
succeeded, they did not in the least serve in reducing 
his mind to a matter-of-fact level. He was divided 
between two ideas — becoming a priest, or setting fire 
to the convent of the Sacr6 Goeur. He expressed 
his determination to effect an entrance at some time 
or other, by clever management or desperate means, 
into the convent precincts, so as to see at any rate 
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once again the object of his affections. He quite 
regretted that the political aspect of his country 
happened at that time to be tolerably calm, as 
there was no hope that the bursting out of a 
friendly revolution would cause convent -breaking 
to be looked upon as a justifiable proceeding. 
Our ally P^pdre, his old lawless and romantic recol- 
lections carrying him back to the time when passions 
were more unrestrained than in our later and more de- 
generate times, suggested that ScBur Scholas- 
tique and I, being about the same height^ should 
exchange clothing, and her escape be thus effected. 
He insisted that it would be easy for me some day 
to hide in a confessional box^ and for the change of 
habiliments to be effected in that confined and friendly 
shelter. He arranged that the deus ex machind to 
bring about any subsequent avoidance of legal penalties 
for this efiraction, was to be the appearance in 
our port of the English fleet, which the old man 
looked upon as an embodiment of all omnipotence, 
as he professed to regard our army that of all incom- 
petence, his early recollections and the bayonet wound 
at Waterloo notwithstanding. 

Some allowances must be made for the discussions 
of a council composed of an old soldier of the First 
Empire, an ardent lover of twenty-one, and a school- 
boy. They might do for subjects of conversation 
when engaged in castle building at the fascinating 
zoological establishment, where, inspired by "shnik,'* 
lovoy and youthful enthusiasm, we talked over the 
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conspiracy, but they would scarcely stand the test of 
calmer reasoning. 

My knowledge of the French language progressed 
so rapidly under the influence of these visits, that 
Mdlle. Flore declared I was becoming as clever as 
she was. She began to lose all interest in my educa- 
tion, innocence being a sine qiid 72071 in any candidate 
for her favour. It consequently happened that I one 
day found her devoting her energies to the instruction 
of a chubby-faced chorister boy — teaching him his 
catechism, such of Paul de Kock as suited his tender 
years, and preparing him generally for his first com- 
munion. 

Eveline having again been reduced to the restric- 
tions of demm*ely walking in the ranks with other 
boarding-school misses, caused me even at that early 
age to discover how full our life is of retrospec- 
tive regrets and self-reproaches. I became con- 
scious when too late of my own stupidity in not 
having better benefited by P6pfere*s counsels when 
opportunity offered, rehearsing imaginary versions of 
what I should have said and done, and what she 
might then have said and done, — otherwise repenting 
in sackcloth and ashes. The Prayer-book still 
served as a medium for correspondence : some more 
book-markers with inflammatory mottoes were re- 
ceived ; but the loved one, who had been the means 
of showing me what a young donkey I could be, 
lost something of her interest in my eyes. I ended by 
behaving abominably, even to the extent of falling 
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in love with the youthful (laughter of a pastry- 
cook, at whose establishment I had often regaled 
myself on " tick/' Retribution, however, overtook 
me. The new angeFs papa came one day to the 
Abb4 with complaints of the Snglish pupil's dis- 
regard of honourable debts, together with his other 
derelictions from the path of good manners. That 
stem parent entering his shop unexpectedly had caught 
me kissing his dark-eyed daughter. What seemed 
chiefly to affect him was the fact of my having pre- 
viously committed fearful ravages among his jam tarts, 
excesses of which the young lady had shown unfilial 
forgetfulness in failing, bewildered by my blandish- 
ments, to take a proper account. 

Consequent on this denunciation my liberty suffered 
much curtailment, and any communication between 
Desire and the priestly household was strictly forbid- 
den. P^pire was, I have reason to believe, privately 
admonished. Strong pressure must have been brought 
to bear on my aged friend, as he became theoretically 
a model character for some time afterwards. He spoke 
to me in pathetic terms, saying how obedience to dis- 
cipline was the first of duties in every garrison, and 
that happiness and advancement were alone to be 
attained by those who chose to lead sober and virtuous 
lives. Forgetful of former confidences, he would how- 
ever impair the moral effect of these new sentiments, by 
quoting his own life as an instance of a green old age 
succeeding to a virtuous youth and sober middle-age. 
He advised me to try and foUow in his footsteps. 
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" Beware, my son," this old heathen would say, 
" beware of drink and devilment if your head and 
heart have not the strength to indulge decently in 
either. See how terrible a thing it is to be found 
out ! How necessary is a strict discretion combined 
with continence in all our proceedings ! Behold the sad 
result of your sentimental love making. Une grande 
passion, mon fieu, always ends badly. Look at the 
flies how they drown themselves in syrup. Nom de 
chien, mais pauvre petit beta que tu es, dost thou not 
see that hadst thou contented thyself with fewer tartlets, 
and hadst waited for the darkness of evening time to em- 
brace that little mijaun^e, we might be starting even at 
the present moment that I speak, to spend a pleasant 
afternoon at the Pfere Mascou's ? Take the advice of 
one whose grey hairs entitle him to respect ; never 
risk leaving thy tail in a trap, however temptingly 
baited, as the other rats will only laugh at thee. 
Ahy cett^jeunesae, cctte jeunesse ! What is your first 
taste of youthfulness worth to you all compared to 
the value of our second one, springing as it does from 
an experienced brain and case-hardened heart, like the 
bright gillyflower from one of the old ruins of my native 
Brittany ? That second youth which takes nothing 
seriously to heart ! To which disappointment is 
unknown ! To which shnik is aU-suflScing ! To 
which the future is but matter of indiflference, and 
the present moment everything ! '* 

Thus Pepire in his terse provincial patois, the 
effect of which I would fain strive to render but for 



278 SORTIES FROM " GIB. 



tt 



the certainty of failure. His sayings were given with 
a solemnity of voice and manner suited to quotations 
from Scripture or from some other high authority 
for the proper regulating of an earthly career. 

My correspondence with Desire had been limited for 
some time to a few stolen interviews on the ramparts, 
from which I usually returned bearing letters intended 
to run the convent blockade under the nose of that 
evil-looking " Monitor," Mere Gudule. The sanguine 
youth informed me one day that he was preparing his 
grand cotip, and he trusted to the fertility of his 
invention arousing my admiration, even if attended 
with failure. I left him, after having been intrusted 
with a rather more bulky packet than usual. 

Christmas was by this time approaching. On 
our next visit to the Sacre CoDur, we found its in- 
mates in a state of pious excitement on the subject 
of great musical effects they were preparing for a 
midnight mass to be celebrated in their small chapel. 

We admiringly inspected the decorations of the 
altars, and also a miniature representation of the 
Nativity. Monsieur TAbbe offered suggestions for 
increasing the triumph that the good ladies antici- 
pated, and sympathised with their determination to 
bear off the palm of grandeur from all and every 
church and choir in the to^ii and its environs. 
SoBur Scholastique was busily engaged in sewing fresh 
lace on a snowy altar cloth. She hastened, with a 
look of resignation that seemed to protest against the 
deceit forced upon her by circumstances, to avail her- 
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self of the cover afforded by that church drapery for 
safely hiding away a mundane missive which I slipped 
into her hand. More than ever did I feel myself a 
Guy Fawkes. I was inclined, like the war-horse, to 
shout **Ha, ha ! " as I smelt the coming of mischief, 
and also as I remembered that melodramatic villains, 
with whom a limited experience in theatre-going had 
brought me acquainted, were much given to indulging 
in a solace of similar expletives while pursuing their 
nefarious schemes. 

On Christmas-eve, after our primitive eight o'clock 
supper, we were all seated round the table listening 
respectfully to some well-turned remarks from the 
Abb6 on the religious festival about to be celebrated. 
I was wondering internally how the hours would 
ever be got through till it was time to attend the 
messe de minuity when a loud peal was sounded on the 
door-bell. It was a peal so unusually violent as to 
suggest the idea of a summons to the Abb^ in 
consequence of either the church being on fire, or a 
sudden visit to the town from Monseigneur the Bishop* 
We were so much startled as to sit for a moment 
heedless of the peremptory summons as far as answer- 
ing it went, only exchanging looks of interrogating 
surprise. Madame Regnault, the first to recover her 
presence of mind, rushed to ascertain the cause of 
such unseemly clamour, and we then heard out in 
the courtyard the confused sounds of women's voices 
engaged in shrill conversation. 

The good lady returned alone, and with a face as 
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pale as its surrounding cap frill. " What was the 
matter?" she exclaimed, in reply to a chorus of 
questions. "Just Heaven! what indeed? Ave 
Maria, ora pro nobis ; but if ever news were strange 
they are these.*' 

She had found at the gate two lay sisters. They 
bore a summons to the Abb^, whose presence at 
the convent was at once required ; and they had gone 
on in haste to the house of Monsieur le Doyen, 
requesting his presence also, together with that of any 
of his clergy who might at such an hour be available. 
It was neither more nor less, she told us, than that the 
Devil himself had appeared to the blessed Mdre Gudule, 
even while she was engaged in prayer before the high 
altar. He had dreadfully ill-treated the holy woman, 
and it was only by a miracle — thanks to her extreme 
virtue — that the demon had not carried her off bodily. 

On this announcement a general and immediate 
skrimmage ensued for hats and cloaks, and we all 
(with the exception of P^pfere) started in a posse 
towards the sacred building of which the peaceful 
sanctuary had been so startlingly invaded. 

I felt it was hoping against hope that his Satanic 
Majesty should have made any further efforts towards 
carrying off my ancient enemy, especially when he 
had the opportunity of making a better selection. 
Putting myself in his place it would have been Soeur 
Scholastique I should have chosen. The same idea 
may have struck others, but it was quite in silence we 
hurried through the snow-besprinkled streets. Ou 
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reaching the convent there was no need, as nsual, to 
ring for five minutes before the deaf old ScBur touriere 
would give admittance ; for, horror of horrors ! the 
outer door was not even on the latch — it actually 
stood ajar, and I fear we forget to shut it — so that 
entering we proceeded unnoticed to the par loir, where 
a scene of rare confusion mot our astonished gaze. 

Mire Gudule was lying on the floor, her head sup- 
ported by one of the sisterhood ; she was surrounded 
by a crowd of white- veiled forms, some kneeling at 
her side, others leaning for support against the wall, 
all in a fluttered state of nervous excitement, and all 
talking. Some of the pious ladies were repeating the 
Seven Penitential Psalms, others sprinkling holy water 
from a brush over their fainting sister, some rubbing 
her withered hands, and one held a crucifix over 
her. She lay with her eyes closed. Her usually prim 
coifi'iire was pushed all awry, thus disclosing a large 
expanse of bald head ; her rosary was tightly clasped 
in one hand, while with the other she made signs of 
the Cross, as she muttered half incoherently, ** Retro 
te, Satanas ! Conjure te ! Oh, Marie, pleine de grace, 
sauvez une pauvre vierge," with much vague babbling 
about demons and the blessed St. Anthony, and a 
great display of her buniony feet, coarse stockings, 
and black-stufi* shoes. 

In a temporary lull of the verbal storm, we managed 
to gather the information, that as the sisterhood 
were preparing to move in procession to the chapel 
for a final rehearsal of their sacred songs, they 
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heard lond shrieks echoing throngh the corridors,^ 
and were farther paralysed with astonishment on be- 
holding Mother Gudule rush into the apartment, her 
face distorted by terror. Before falling into her pre- 
sent state of syncope, the unhappy woman managed to 
tell them what had happened. She had gone to take a 
last look at the decorations of the chapel, and while 
kneeling to pray that her heart might not be puffed up 
by vanity at their excessive beauty, she chanced to lift 
her eyes towards the life-size and richly-gilt figure of 
St. Joseph above the high altar. The light from 
the ever-burning lamp fell full upon it ; and close by 
the Holy Saint she beheld a terrible sight, one that 
had frozen the blood in her veins and called forth the 
agonised shrieks overheard by the community. A 
monster — oh ! such a very terrible monster form was 
there — black, gigantic, homed, and fire-eyed. The 
demon as she fled, springing to the marble pavement 
with a noiseless bound, pursued her, even seizing hold 
of her veil with horrid gibbering laughter, which alone 
would have revealed to her that the fiend of all fiends, 
the dread enemy of mankind himself, had been sent to 
persecute her. She had, however, providentially 
effected her escape, retaining suflScient presence of 
mind to close every door behind her, and to mutter 
prayers amidst her shrieks, which she trusted might 
have been heard, and through their instrumentality 
her retreat secured and the community saved. Then 
falling insensible the poor sister had been unequal 
to further cross-examination, as after the fit she had 
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done nothing but babble disconnectedly, remaining 
in the state we saw her. 

Every one professed an utter disbelief in Mire 
Gudule's apparition, though pitying her for the un- 
fortunate delusion. Doubtless they all agreed that the 
affair had emanated &om below, but the idea of a 
demon being permitted to appear in so sacred a spot 
as the Sacre Coeur was too preposterous. 

Here some one exclaimed, " Ah, doux J^sus — et 
SoBur Scholastique ! " and it was ascertained that the 
beautiful sister was not in the room. No one choosing 
to run the gauntlet of the dark corridors while going 
to look for her, it was decided without a dissentient 
voice that she must be safe in her room, no doubt 
engaged in prayer behind her bolted door. She had 
b^en noticed among the others when the first alarm 
was given ; her natural timidity had probably caused 
her flight — forgivable in one so young. 

The arrival of our venerable Dean caused a fresh 
divergence of ideas, and for that high personage's be- 
wilderment a score of female voices began afresh their 
history of the evening's horrors. Monsieur le Doyen 
was an aged man of some experience, as his conduct 
testified. Making no attempt to listen to or allay 
that torrent of words, he sat with folded arms, 
patiently awaiting till its first outburst of fury should 
have passed over his grey head and rubicund coun- 
tenance. Sheer exhaustion at last reduced all but 
three of the most ancient sisters to silence, and in 
their trio of shrill voices the story became at last. 
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after much repetition, almost intelligible. The pre- 
late, waving his hand for silence, then prepared to 
speak. 

He began by a gentle chiding as to the due watch- 
fulness omitted by the Soeur touriire, which, how- 
ever, as doubtless due to the emotion of the moment, 
was to a certain extent pardonable. Having fomid 
the outer gate ajar on arriving at the convent, he 
hinted that it was terrible to think how any irreverent 
wanderer might also have entered unchallenged within 
those godly precincts as he had done. 

With reference to Mother Gudule's adventure, he 
said it was clearly impossible. However desirous 
Satan might be to desecrate those holy purlieus by 
his hateful presence, he would never, considering 
what blessed saints held the sisterhood under especi^ 
charge, have ventured on such an outrage. He, the 
Dean, was therefore convinced the unhappy and pious 
sister must have been subjected to some mental delu- 
sion, possibly arising from over-much prayer and 
fasting, which sometimes, if carried to excess, would 
overcome poor fragile humanity. 

These remarks, though merely embodying our own 
ideas on the subject, and containing nothing original, 
were delivered with an air of authority and of such 
unctuousness as to impress the assembly with being 
the outpourings from an inspired intellect. 

The reverend gentleman stated his intention to 
proceed at once to the scene of the event, and trusted 
the sisters would all accompany him, so as to see 
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for themselves how, with pardonable innocence, they 
had fallen victims to those idle fancies so startlingly 
forced on their attention. A procession was extem- 
porised, which, headed by the Abb^ Regnault — ^the 
Dean going last, by virtue of his rank — proceeded 
slowly down a long corridor leading to the chapel. 
Some of the nuns carried wax tapers, the flames 
of which trembled visibly^ and betrayed each pions 
lady's firm belief in the fact of a supernatural visitant 
to be stronger than any had chosen to own. 

Madame Eegnault remained in charge of the still 
hysterical Mother Gudule, her curiosity not so much 
restrained, I imagine, by sympathy with the sufferer, 
as the feeling that however safe nuns and priests 
might be from demoniacal influence, the laical element 
was safer at a distance from such adventures. I 
folloT^ed in the wake of the procession. 

We found the chapel to be in utter darkness. The 
silence of the tomb pervaded its whitewashed walls. 
As by degrees the faint light held by trembling 
hands fell flickeringly on altar and brightly-painted 
banners without disclosing any dread presence, a re- 
action seemed to set in, and I almost fancied that some 
slight and half-repressed tittering was heard among 
the junior members of the community. It soon became 
a question as to who should show most courage in an 
inspection of the building. The lights were clustered 
in a group around the Dean, and every one began 
to look about with an air of not being afraid, 
wishing by a show of strength of mind to encourage 
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those who were to more minute investigation. But 
the night's surprises were not over, for suddenly a 
shriek burst from every woman present, old and 
young, while on the holy men's faces there came a 
look of horror which gave me a sudden inclination to 
run ofif to Memire in the parlour. This was only 
restrained by a recollection of the long dark passage 
intervening. 

As our eyes became more accustomed to the semi- 
darkness, a sight had by degrees revealed itself, quite 
enough to account for the cry of dismay and horror 
that had broken out. The high altar presented a scene 
of devastation. Its tall wax candles were broken, 
the bouquets of paper roses, at which so many skilful 
hands had so lovingly laboured, lay " scattered and 
strewn," its white lace-trimmed cloth torn to shreds, 
and the life-size figure of St. Joseph, of best gilt 
wood-work, had some shreds of floor matting adhering 
to it about the shoulders. 

Monsieur le Doyen frowned, the sisters crossed 
themselves, the Abb6 Eegnault with gasping horror 
muttered "sacrilege,*^ and all cast scared and shudder- 
ing glances around them, expecting each moment that 
their eyes would light on something sinister, uncanny, 
fearsome — and above all black. There was no sign of 
human presence beyond that of our much-startled 
selves, nor of anything spiritual that chose to make 
itself perceptible to our bodily vision. My master, as 
the strongest mind of the party, snatching a light, 
started at last on a tour of inspection, astonishing 
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eveiy one by his audacity. Still no sign of the 
enemy ! 

Every recess, confessional, or side chapel, was 
searched without result; and the Dean being re- 
assured, again frowned menacingly. The windows 
opening on the garden were all closed; only one behind 
the maitre autel, and opening on a street, had a 
large pane of glass broken, admitting a draught of 
cold air. Some of the nuns declared the breakage 
not to be recent, but to have occurred when a ladder 
had been brought in for the purpose of hanging up the 
additional lamps required to enhance the grandeur of 
their midnight mass. This allusion to the ceremony, 
of which the hour was fast approaching, reminded 
every one how much sweeping and garnishing would be 
needed to prepare the chapel afresh for the solemnity 
from which such triumphs had been anticipated. 
Madame la Superieure, causing as many candles to be 
lighted as were still available, gave her directions, 
and then lea>'ing the Abbe Regnault to encourage the 
repairing process by his presence, retired with the 
Dean to indulge in a further discussion with greater 
privacy in the oak parlour. 

•Following them, we had the satisfaction of finding 
Mere Gudule at last capable of giving better details 
of her adventures, and we listened to a fresh account 
of the mysterious event. According to her, nothing 
in the lives of the Holy Saints themselves approached 
in horror the visitation to which she had that night 
been Bubjected^ or the resignation^ as she farther 
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hinted, with which it had heen borne. She wished it 
clearly to be understood, that if any further martyrdom 
was required for the good of mankind generally, and 
the convent in particular, she was quite prepared to 
offer herself again without any ulterior desire for the 
reward of canonisation ; that, as a matter of detail, 
she left to her holy father the Pope and to pos- 
terity. Her humility was as exasperating as her 
other attributes. 

Those large bones I thought would require mon- 
strously expensive reliquarias if the time ever came 
for their being collected to adorn the shrines of holy 
places. From the before-alluded-to display of black- 
worsted stockings and stuff shoes she had made 
while in her fit, I was qualified to judge on such a 
delicate subject. Her vivid description of the demon 
and his abhorrent aspect was, however, cut short, and 
the saintess in petto had the dissatisfaction of sinking 
into the second rank as an object of interest. 

The SoBur tourifere hobbled in, now holding the gate 
key tightly in her hand, and made an announcement 
which was even more startling than any we had yet 
heard. The demon, she tremulously told us, was 
at that very instant in the convent garden, and en- 
gaged in a terrible struggle with one of the nuns, 
their unhappy sister Scholastique. It might even 
have resulted by that time in her having been 
carried off in his fierce clutch. She, the Soeur 
touriere, had seen them there in the moonlight. 
Satan, who had taken the form of a young man — 
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alas ! comely to look at, and of a tempting presence-^ 
held his yictim encircled in his arms ; but the poor 
yonng noyice looked as calm and pious as ever, only 
that tears glistened on her face, and it was pitiful to 
see how nearly her resistance was oyeroome. At 
that moment she might be taa away. Thus the 
£aithfal porteress. 

I was despatched in hot haste for the Abb6 Beg- 
nault, as he had shown himself already to be 
endowed with such power to throw off the terrifying 
influence exercised over others by the dread of super- 
human influence. I fancy that even in such a case 
of emergency as that we had heard recapitulated, 
the interference in Satanic proceedings of such high 
authorities as a Dean and a Dame Sup^rieure of the 
Sacr^ Coeur would not have been in accordance with 
church etiquette. 

The ancient porteress was chattering on unheeded 
as Monsieur Begnault and I entered the parlour 
together, the high powers being engaged in a 
whispered conversation. Should she toll the alarm 
bell, the old towriere asked, or rush into the street 
shouting fire, or send the first passer-by for the 
Commissary of Police? in fact her zeal was pre- 
pared to take any form, possibly with a view that she 
idso might some day be rewarded by sitting as a 
Saint in Paradise. 

Again did Monsieur le Doyen frown, as did the Lady 
Superior, while no approval of the trusty gate-keeper's 
zeal fell fix)m their reverend lips. They speared, 
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strangely enongh as I thonght, to take a mnch 
calmer view of Sobut Scholastiqae's troubles than 
the thrilling description they had heard seemed to 
warrant. Clinging to my tutor, I followed him after 
he had received full powers to grapple with the dire 
emergency, but not without an inward dread that I 
should find my friend Desire mixed up in it. 

All the stories I had read of wretched nuns being 
walled up in living tombs flashed across my mind, 
and when in the garden I saw the white veil of Soeur 
Scholastique fluttering in the cold blast, it seemed to 
me as though a ghost was hovering about, prepared 
to haunt the spot reproachfully. 

It was as I had anticipated : the two lovers were 
together. Heedless of the piercing cold air and the 
earth's crisp covering of snow, they were standing 
beneath the leafless trees, while above them a clear 
winter moonlight threw out the sharply-defined out- 
line of their forms in the frosty atmosphere. And 
yet I could not but envy them as they stood there 
alone together, with the dark storms which discovery 
must entail brewing up around them. Some instinct 
seemed to whisper, that to love and to be loved 
can console in even the deepest sorrow when all else 
is unavailing, — ^that those statuesque looking figures 
appearing through the semi-darkness were far from 
being objects of pity. When the Abba's glance first 
rested on them, a deep gasp — like that of a pent-up 
torrent that bursts its bounds — broke fi-om him. As 
he stood for an instant looking on, a violent shudder 
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pervaded his whole frame, then bending his head he 
appeared to seek strength in prayer before advancing. 

After the first feeling of surprise we saw there was 
a third personage present of sufficient importance to 
be counted as belonging to the group. Above the young 
couple, and seated on the branch of a tree, which he 
shook with much irritation and fierce chatter on our 
approach, was a large, dark, semi-human but familiar 
form, which I had no difficulty in recognising as that 
of '*Jocrisse,** Pere Mascou's baboon of bad repu- 
tation. His presence there tended to solve much of 
the mystery concerning the demoniacal vision which 
had appeared to Mere Gudule in the convent chapel, 
aud caused such confusion in our little world of pious 
people. 

When Desire became aware of our approach, he 
made no movement indicative of a desire to escape 
observation. The poor sister cowered on the ground, 
hiding her face in her hands ; but he, advancing boldly, 
accused himself as the only one deserving of blame. 
He had determined, he said, to see his Ad&le once 
again — every one knew what had formerly taken place 
between them — and having done so he was quite pre- 
pared to abide by the consequences of his temerity. 
K she was to be left immured there, even death would 
be grateftd to him. He went on to say that she was 
innocent of any share in the wrong — if wrong there 
were — of his proceedings, and had in fact bitterly 
reproached him for thus venturing to trespass within 
the precincts of the Sacr6 Gceur. 

u2 
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How I admired him at that moment ! How 
brave, beautiful, and chivalrous he appeared in my 
young eyes ! Could I ever hope, I thought, to 
attain such height of heroism if thus placed by any 
fortunate chance the centre of a scene so romantic ? 
How mean and paltry appeared every other form of 
ambition compared to that of being loved and lovingly 
leant upon by so fair a form ! No wonder that beauty 
in distress has ever been such a favourite theme with 
the historian and the poet, and with a transpontine 
theatre-going public. What chance have unadorned 
goodness, self-sacrifice, cleverness, piety, truth, 
chastity, forgiveness, even wealth, any or all of these, 
when placed in competition with a fair and fragile 
figure drooping in graceful outline beneath a weight 
of woe ? They are all helpless to compete with one 
bright tear, like a drop of heaven's gentlest moisture 
resting on the long-fringed lids of bright floweret- 
tinted eyes. 

Gravely, but with no look of harshness or holy 
horror on his handsome face, did the Abb6 listen to 
that profane intruder's defiant utterance of terse 
but agitated sentences, — watch his bold and daring 
demeanour; and then in a gentle voice bidding 
the poor girl retire to her cell, he departed to 
seek further instructions from his superiors. Had 
his connivance been entreated to assist D^ir^'s 
escape from those precincts, and save untarnished 
the poor girPs name, I think he would not have 
had the heart to refuse ; but he was allowed 
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to depart without any snch attempt being made on 
his sense of ecclesiastical honour. I remember that 
I cried — with much distortion of countenance no 
doubt — at seeing Soeur Scholastique's tears fall in 
gHstening streams down her white face, when pre- 
paring to take a farewell look at her adventurous 
loTer as she supposed for oyer. 

She seemed so powerless to refuse Desire's attempts 
at consolation, that for a moment her head nestled on 
his shoulder, while his lips were allowed to press a 
kiss upon her forehead. Had she kissed me I felt as 
though I should have died of delight ! Certainly if 
ever some support was needed, it was in a position so 
awkward for one in her situation of life, a young lady 
who is supposed to have renounced all qualms of 
human weakness, and to whom the touch of manly 
arms should be as abhorrent as that of a centipede. 

At last, the sad parting over, I was left alone with 
Desire, and had an opportunity of hearing from him 
some hurried details of his rash proceeding. He said 
he had decided as a last, despairing thought, on the 
manoeuvre of making the unconscious "Jocrisse" 
his ally. Anticipating that this animal's presence, 
if introduced within the Convent chapel, might create 
sufficient confusion to secure the possibility of pro^ 
curing the chance of an interview with Adfele while 
it lasted, he had written imploring her to meet him 
in the garden. His plan was to scale the wall 
by the aid of a rope thrown over it, weighted 
with a large stone, but finding the outer door of 
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the building open and unguarded, he availed himself 
of that unexpected piece of luck, thus making his 
way to the appointed spot still more easily. He 
listened with a faint smile on hearing from me how, 
in consequence of the ape having disappeaxed before 
his true character could be discovered, his idea for 
a little harmless mischief had culminated into the 
sublime of the supernatural. 

My tutor soon rejoined us, having in his hand the 
key of the outer gate. Beckoning to D^sir^ and me, 
we followed him, and all left the convent together, 
" Jocrisse " perched on Blamont's shoulder. When 
in the street. Monsieur Begnault, locking the door, 
threw the key back over the wall, and walking on in 
front, led the way without speaking to his own 
house. On arrival, after helping to secure in an 
outhouse the monkey, who seemed improved in spirit 
by the night*s adventure, I was bidden to go oflfto 
bed, and leave the two alone together, that in the 
Abbe's study they might discuss the subject of the 
lover's transgressions. About the night's events I was 
required to preserve the strictest secrecy. 

It was without much feeling of surprise that I 
found Pepire lying fast asleep on the floor of the 
saUe a manger. He was in the midst of a goodly 
group of empty bottles, and there was an innocent smile 
playing over his face as though he were dreaming of 
spring flowers or the innocent prattle of grandchildren. 
I then knew why the old gentleman had overcome his 
curiosity and remained quietly at home. In the hurry 
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of departure, overlooked by every one but himself, 
the much-prized key had been left in the door of the 
liqueur closet, and he had conscientiously availed him- 
self of the rare chance this oversight afforded. Soon 
old Madame Regnault and her niece arrived, both 
bursting with curiosity, and suffering severely &om 
the idea that something of absorbing interest was 
being hidden from them. The current of the elder 
lady's thoughts was at onco changed at the sight of 
her prostrate husband's form, and her usual lamenta- 
tions set in tQ an extent which required to allay them 
a few tastes of what little stimulant still remained, 
together with much consolation in words from 
Mademoiselle Flore and myself. 

Happily those days had passed when the cloister 
could be made a receptacle for unwilling postulants ; 
and I had the satisfaction of hearing not very long 
afterwards that a decision was come to which caused 
more happiness than could ever have been hoped for 
under the circumstances. 

The religious authorities were leniently disposed, 
and averse to the scandal that would be aroused if the 
recent proceedings in the Sacr^ Coeur became generally 
known. Even the '* pious and determined woman," 
Adfele's mother, was brought to see, after much per- 
suasion, that her daughter's vocaiion was not the life 
of a convent, and at last to agree that the young girPa 
act of renunciation should be made. 

Public opinion, however, in any case still remained 
to be to a certain extent conciliated. This was done 
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by the marriage between the lovers being priyately 
solemnised, and also by their starting immediately 
after the ceremony, as happy as true love could make 
them, to join the bridegroom's family in Algeria. 

I often think of ^' Sceur Scholastique." Not as she 
once suggested I should — " as of one that is dead " — 
but as of a living, and, I trusty still loving woman ; 
matronly, and, I doubt not^ handsome even yet. She 
is perhaps surrounded by a family of happy children, 
but not I trust altogether fc»rgetful of the little English 
boy, who, together with an ugly black baboon, played 
a rather important part in the history of her early 
life and the accomplishment of her present hap- 
piness. 

I may be wrong, but I sometimes think that of all 
who loved that pretty caged bird, the truest was a 
pure gentle heart to whom that love formed a heavy 
burden, borne patiently, prayerfully, and in silence^ 



My reward for this story was in being told by Miss 
Willocks that it was "very pretty.'' Of course I 
loathed her from that moment. To be associated in 
the remotest degree with a woman's idea of anything^ 
**very pretty" is too humiliating. 

The remainder of the audience, who were either 
asleep or engaged in carrying on whispered conversa- 
tions among themselves, woke up or smiled with differ^ 
ent degrees of delight at the sound of my voice having 
ceased, and declared my history to be very touching. 
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Miss Wfllocks, again reqnesting her brother's arm, 
^'retired " for the night. As she passed the sentimental 
matron of France her glances became very disparaging, 
and her best British sneer was pnt on. For some 
nnknown reason, between those two -ladies there had 
arisen a deadly enmity, and it grieves me to state 
that my countrywoman was not very popular with any 
of the party. 

On the spinster's departure from the room, even 
the blandly-disposed Spanish gentleman from Tarra- 
gona said he thought her a discourser of tonterias — 
a very foolish virgin indeed. Considering, from what 
he had heard, how much was to be done in her 
country for the improvement of morals and manners, 
he thought she had better stay at home and preach to 
her own people. He supposed she had left because 
no one would give her the kiss which he understood 
to be the usual form of English salutation on meeting 
in the street. Spanish morality, as everybody knows, 
he said, is so strictly guarded, that the mere idea of 
such impropriety as kissing, makes any well-brought- 
up person to shudder. For instance, when he first 
explained to his wife that he must be allowed to kiss 
her she fainted away, and he felt convinced that all 
his four daughters would do the same very correct 
thing when their turns arrived for receiving such an 
awful moral shock. 

It was evident that we had been too long thrown 
together. None of the party having shown a turn for 
the administrative talent required to constitute a 
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leader among men — and especially women — equally 
necessary, whether in an orchestra, a republic, a 
Mormon settlement, or a small band of pilgrims, our 
gregariousness was suffering the usual penalty. With- 
out a leader, the expression of likes and dislikes in 
a crowd becomes too pronounced, and there is no 
appeal for the weak against the strong. Any display 
of public opinion requires a skilful director and inter- 
preter to control it, or it is otherwise apt to ferment, 
and bursting with undue fury to fail in effect. There is 
especially some one wanting to control the evil feelings 
that crop up, and to offer a fitting ovation to virtue 
when it presents itself. 

Next morning when the lumbering diligencias were 
seen waiting on the terrace ready to take pilgrims down 
the mountain, I am sure we had all arrived at the 
conclusion that the frequency in these railway days 
of the meetings and partings of which life is said to 
be composed has caused them to lose much of their 
poignancy. 

To chance gatherings of strangers, when not last- 
ing too long, are due a considerable portion of the 
flavour to be found in our daily dish of life. To 
come in contact with new combinations of character 
and admixtures of ideas is as valuable to the cerebral 
development as a mixture of races is said to be valu- 
able in promoting physical advancement and perfec- 
tion in the human being. 

On taking leave of Mr. and Miss Willocks, the lady 
said to me, '^ I suppose we shall meet some day in 
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London ? " There was something in the hanghty 
demeanoor she at once assnmed when thus allnding to 
our native land which told that I most not allow my- 
self to build any false hopes on this affable remark. 
It plainly hinted that in London our mutual positions 
in life would at once assert themselTes, and that I 
must not hope to be asked to dinner or otherwise 
patronised. Alas ! I could see there was unmistakably 
no chance of my ever being bidden to meet " darling 
Lady Arabella Thompson Gordon Walker " and the 
other select company of the Willockses* "set" in 
London society. 

The cordiality of our American friend's offer of 
hospitality, if ever we went to New York, was in 
pleasant contrast to this — ^to be sure, the chances of 
our undertaking to cross the Atlantic were consider- 
ably less than that of our return over the British 
Channel. 

Monsieur and Madame Pigache proposed that we 
should carry out the original plan of going as far as 
Marseilles together, but our destination had again 
been changed, this time to Saragossa. 

Mandison — wishing to be good-natured — ^proposed 
to Parkinson that he should join us in the expedition, 
but the discreet young man, suspecting some hidden 
motive in the plan, refused at once : people who didn't 
drink and who played cards were suspicious characters 
in his eyes. 

Many pleasurable reminiscences were, I am con- 
vinced, packed away to be carried down the mountain 
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that morning, bat wo all felt that the restraint of onr 
own flocks and accostomed shepherds was needed, and 
we parted tearless on onr respective tracks. 
So, as regards the Montserrat pilgrimage. 
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My task is done— my song has ceased — ^my theme 
Has died into an echo." 



FIFTH SORTIE. 



THE "IRREVOCABLE PAST." 
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geant of Guardias Civiles, with whom we had travelled 
in a second-clfiss carriage from Barcelona the day 
before. 

Such cattle as those twelve mules were for showing 
off by shaving the comers of narrow streets with won- 
drous precision, I never saw. On complimenting the 
sergeant on the animals of his country, he replied with 
much gravity that my remark was well deserved; 
and further, he had always been informed, on most 
credible authority, that for mules, diligencias, railways, 
human beings, and in short everything else, there was 
no country to come up to Spain ; that it would be 
false modesty on his part to attempt to differ with a 
caballero of my discernment. 

Our last glimpse of the old-fashioned houses that 
nearly knocked their venerable heads together from 
opposite sides of every street, was succeeded by a 
view of the river, of which the broad, muddy, 
and quickly-scouring stream had to be crossed by a 
bridge of boats. The effect of those tethered barges 
and their rough plank roadway was artistically speak- 
ing in perfect keeping with the behind-hand look of 
Tortosa town generally. Descending to the bridge by a 
steep incline — ^taken by the mules at a brisk trot — 
there was an appearance of unsafeness about it as a 
means of transit to the opposite bank that suggested 
unpleasant ideas of death by drowning, and of returning 
the treat afforded that morning by the prawns with an 
unnecessarily prompt hospitality. My military firiend 
looked proudly on at the prowess of the good beasts, 
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and the first feeling of riskiness snrmonnted, I was 
beginning to enjoy the exhilarating effect caused by 
the rapid motion. This naturaUy increased with our 
descent, when a jolt that occurred just as we entered 
on the bridge way, wellnigh unseated us both from 
our unstable perch, and realized in full my first antici- 
pations of disaster to ourselves and a windfiskll to the 
Ebro fishes. 

Simultaneously with the sharp jerk receiyed in my 
own person I saw the unhappy poodle performing 
from the same cause a complete somersault in the 
air previous to falling, as it appeared that he in- 
evitably must, to a death of hopeless squash amongst 
the hoofs of the mules. Unable to recover my equili- 
brium in time to be of any assistance, I eould only 
howl with excess of horror. 

May all good Saints have the Guardias Civiles of 
Spain in their holy keeping ! The sergeant— accus- 
tomed no doubt to grapple with cases of equally dire 
emergency — promptly throwing forward his body with 
the skill of an acrobat^ and making a decisive grab> 
seized the so-nearly immolated animal by his stump 
tail ; then pulling him up with some diflBculty — owing 
to the poor child's obese ponderosity — restored him 
uninjured to his master's bosom. 

My first impulse was to tear off rings, watch, 
chain, and every worldly gewgaw I possessed, and 
offer them for the hero's acceptance. My next to 
present him with something to drink from our panier 
de voyage, which latter I acted upon. Our friend 

X 
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declised my liberality; but "a cigar — yes, with 
much pleasure," and we went on our way smoking and 
rejoicing ; friends for life I felt ! Confiding to him 
my own history, of which the recent occurrence formed 
one of the most eventful episodes, I received the 
narrative of his in return. It was characterised by 
an equal amount of simplicity. We chummed 
immensely. 

The above incident had served as *' the touch of 
nature" required to break down that barrier of reserve 
which the Spaniard, even as the Briton, has a singular 
inclination to run up between himself and any chance- 
met companion. Quartered in Barcelona, my friend 
— ^whose name was Alonso Cuesta — said he was on 
his way to spend two months with his family in the 
huerta or garden-plain outside the walls of Valencia 
city. 

It did one good to hear his happy anticipation 
of the coming visit. Was he married ? Ah, his 
" senora," whom he had much loved, was dead some 
years, leaving him a widower, but with the consolation 
of a ** lovely, darling, charming angel " of a daughter, 
just sixteen. Such eyes, such teeth, such beauty 
generally, such wit and cleverness never could be 
surpassed in the most marvellous combination ef 
feminine excellences that the whole world might con- 
tain. No wonder she had a lover ! Vaya ! fancy 
her getting married some day, and giving him grand- 
children ! The sergeant chuckled pleasantly at this 
idea. 
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His Jaana liyed under the care of her mother's 
brother, Sancho Larcos, a well-to-do farmer, and his 
wife* This old man, he added, was rather a character, 
— certainly odd, to say the least; but his heart, as roomy 
as a barrack, was full of affection for his pretty niece. 
He was a litigious old fellow, too, always bickering 
with his neighbours about the water supply and his 
irrigation rights ; not that this was uncommon, as the 
sergeant said, in a spot where water is so valuable that 
every one wants to bring it to his garden, caring little 
whether that of his neighbour is dry. A celebrated 
shot in the pigeon-shooting matches, great at cock- 
fighting, a lover of tauromachia and every sort of 
sport, and kind to Juana — what more could be required 
of a human being ? The place where they lived was 
a paradise for beauty. When in the unhealthy time of 
the year fever was bred there, by the moisture that 
arises &om the rice fields, the young girl would go and 
stay with a foster-sister who lived within the city. As 
for the old rogue himself, neither heat, nor damp, nor 
the devil — nothing, in short, but death — could take 
effect upon his vigorous constitution. 

" Ah, senor ! you see that as the tongue goes 
where the tooth aches, so my mind goes constantly to 
where all the strongest sentiments of my heart are 
stored. I can talk, I can think, I can dream of 
nothing but the precious little daughter of my heart. 
When my comrades wish to give me pleasure as we 
sun ourselves in front of our barrack on the Bambla 
at Barcelona, they ask me for news of her, and listen 

x2 
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kindly while I retail every scrap that has reached me. 
When on dark nights I am wearily patrolling country 
roads, thinking of her makes the time to pass less 
heavily. I amuse myself counting the days and the 
hours, as I would the minutes if my knowledge of 
arithmetic permitted such a calculation, till my time 
comes for leave, when I may see my darling." 

"You are a fortunate man, Senor Sargento," I 
exclaimed ; " you have an ohject in life, and one that 
can afford you as much happiness as it can the young 
senorita herself. Would that I could see you together^ 
few things would delight me more." 

" Then come, Caballero, our house is yours. A 
tartana will take you from the city for two pesetas, 
and we will fill your carriage with flowers and fruit. 
I will answer for it that old Sancho will welcome the 
Senor Ingles, and that my Juanita will sing him one 
of her choicest songs." 

*' Ten thousand thanks for your kindness ; should 
the time of my stay admit, I will certainly pay you a 
visit as I have your permission^" 

" You shall see if you do, sir, the presents I am 
taking the child. Caramba ! but they are fine ! You 
shall see, too, the child's nobio. Such a lover as he is 
— a model lover — but truly the presents are also won- 
derful ! There is a cross for the neck that you would 
not know from real gold. An umbrella of scarlet, 
bright and glowing as the robes of a cardinal. The 
figure of a Maria Santissima, dressed by a French 
modiste, who is my friend, at Barcelona, with a train 
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fall a yard long, and worthy of figuring in fhe pro* 
cession of the Dia de Corpus. But I cannot describe 
to yon these things, — ^will you not see them for yonrself 
Bome day?*' 

Here an interlude of luncheon from the travelling 
supplies came in with good effect. 

Inspired by the meal and the locality we had lately 
passed through, the liyely middle-aged Alonso, while 
smoking his cigarette, sang a dolorous complaint, 
commencing *' Hija del Ebro nina crudel," and. 
through several stanzas bemoaned with much guttural 
intonation the cruelties practised towards lovers by 
that beautiful *' daughter " of the river. 

On the acknowledged principle that the benefits we 
bestow are more likely to draw out our affections 
than those received by us, the worthy sergeant, 
unrepelled by the poodle's unsociable disposition and 
indifference to every one but his owner, was smit- 
ten with great admiration for his personal appear* 
ance and character. He enlarged very eloquently on 
the eccentricities of Britons as thus exemplified by 
my going about with a canine travelling companion, 
however exceptionaUy intelligent. He further pro- 
fessed some c^sity as to the origin of the friend- 
ship uniting us, and as he was clearly entitled 
to the information I gave it. I told him that 
Talma and I met in a French circus. When I 
first saw him he was standing on the top of two 
chair-backs, holding in his mouth a hoop that another 
performing dog jumped throogL I was attracted bj 



810 SORTIES FROM "GrB." 

the sad expression of his face, which, as he looked 
around, seemed to protest with a gentle melancholy 
against the amusement his accomplishments, attained 
no doubt by severe training, appeared to arouse among 
the spectators. While the other dog seemed to enjoy 
the plaudits their combined performance elicited^ 
Talma gave not the slightest wag of his downcast 
tail. I determined at once to purchase the sad-looking 
beast and promote him from that dreary career amidst 
the ring's grimy sawdust and the multitude's fickle 
applause, to rest his chances of happiness on the less 
ambitious but rather firmer basis of my affections. 
No better voucher could be produced of the correct- 
ness of the saying, that kindness is never wasted^ 
the grateful animal having never ceased to do me 
good turns in repayment for his rescue ; especially 
devoting his energies, with a supercanine sagacity, 
to make the acquaintance of any particularly good- 
looking or agreeable people we meet on our way. 
This has led me to the conclusion that no one should 
ever attempt to go through the world without a 
poodle dog as companion. When I am called upon 
to offer advice in the case of any young man 
beginning his career, it invariably is embodied in 
these words, "Buy a performing poodle, and your 
success in life is certain." So firmly rooted is this 
conviction, I shall consider that my own immediate 
desc^idants will be amply provided for in receiving a 
poodle pup apiece, together with this advice and the 
paternal blessing, I concluded the short memoir by 
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saying, " When I have the pleasure of your beautiful 
daughter Juana's acquaintance in addition to your own^ 
Senor Sargento, I shall refer to this morning's adven- 
ture as a further convincing proof of what you have 
heard as to the pleasant friendships for which I am 
indebted to Talma." 

My fellow-traveller agreed that it was **very 
wonderful" — *' muy maravilloso " — and thinking me, 
no doubt, more mad than ever, he lit a cigarette, 
that must have been his fiftieth since our start from 
Tortosa. 

It is well worth while travelling two or three hours 
by diligence over bad roads, and then to be shunted on 
to a line of railway, however mediocre, if only to 
enjoy the comfort of the transfer, and to be able 
complacently to reflect on the advantages this present 
generation possesses over those past and gone — ^their 
" going " facilitated in many instances, one cannot 
but suppose, by travelling hardships. What bruised 
bones must have been taken to many of the graves in 
Peninsular cemeteries ! 

Of course on arriving at Gastillon there was an 
hour or so to be got through before a train could be 
got ready ; but experience of Spanish travel is well 
fitted to inculcate smiling and smoking patience, 
so no one dreamt of complaining or fussing on the 
subject. 

The sergeant and ourselves were again the sole 
occupants of a second class railway carriage. 

I noticed as my friend took his seat, and while he 
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arranged his small impedimenta of cloak and carpet** 
bag, that quite a changed expression had come oyer 
his face. He looked paler, his age more apparent, 
and his cocked-hat in its travelling cover of shining 
black leather, in place of being perched in a jaunty 
manner as before at one side of his head, was drawn 
down over his thick black eyebrows that almost met 
beneath it in an ominous &own. 

His manner was as much changed as his appear* 
ance. Silent and absent, not smoking, and apparently 
entirely forgetful of the moming^s pleasant anticipa- 
tions of his visit home, he scarcely seemed to me the 
same man, so much so that I considered myself justi- 
fied in expressing the fear that either he must be ill 
or something unpleasant must have occurred since 
leaving the diligence. 

^' Si, senor, you are not mistaken. An unpleasant 
circumstance has revived some painful recollections 
during the short time since we parted. As for my 
health— laudato Dies— it is good.'' 

After this remark he remained for a time looking 
in silence on the fast flitting landscape which was 
already beginning to show traces of garden, field, and 
vineyard, — the vanguard, as it were, of the fertile 
region we were now approaching with comparative 
celerity. At last Senor Alonso, coming and sitting 
opposite to me, said, ** Years since, in the perform- 
ance of my duty, I made some enemies, and one of 
them, the most inveterate, I saw among the crowd 
at CastiUon station. Would you care to listen to 
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the relation of this circumstance, senor? Though 
unpleasant to hrood over anything painful, it is some- 
times a relief to discuss it with a friend, and you seem 
sufficiently well disposed towards me to listen with 
patience.*' 

We lit a cigar apiece, and he continued. 

*'It is ten years since I was transferred from a 
cayalry regiment to the Ouardias Civiles. I was 
sent at once to join a company of the corps stationed 
at Yalladolid, feeling that I had made an advance in 
life on being thus appointed to serve in a branch of 
the Service, whose pay and position are superior to 
any others. The day after my arrival in the city 
considerable commotion was created by a cruel murder 
that was committed there. A rich old unmarried 
lady and her servant, the sole occupants of a house in 
the Galle de la Libreria at Yalladolid, had been found 
strangled — the perpetrators of the crime having also 
plundered her house of everything of value. I was wait- 
ing at the office of the Alcalde for one of my lieutenants 
when the intelligence was brought, so I accompanied 
the officers of justice on their visit of investigation. 

''In spite of the interest and curiosity aroused, the 
immediate neighbourhood of the house was entirely 
deserted ; every one, as usual, fearing in such cases 
that they might be suspected of some complicity if 
found near the scene of a murder. 

** The two bodies were lying on the floor of one of 
the lower rooms. Between them there was a large chest : 
it was empty, and the contents were supposed to have 
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been appropriated by the murderers. The chest was 
known to have held a large sum of money together 
with many yalnables, and the general idea was that 
the women were engaged in counting it oyer when 
surprised. 

'' I had never before seen death under such cir- 
cumstances of horror, and I was painfully impressed 
by the hideously-distorted attitudes of the two 
corpses and the agonising expression that remained 
stamped on their faces. The yellow wax- like skin was 
in both cases blotched with dark patches of a blue grey 
towards the neck, where there were deep dents as 
though caused by a rope being suddenly tightened 
round them. Some damask napkins, all yellow with 
age, were at the bottom of the box ; and on their being 
taken out a doubloon of Charles III.'s reign fell from 
among their folds. 

" The next heir of the old lady, the owner of the 
house, was communicated with, — an elderly man, who 
lived in poverty at the village of Saldanha, and on 
whom a sort of suspicion evidently rested as not being 
entirely unconcerned in the murder. On hearing of 
the circumstances under which his fortunes were im- 
proved, he corroborated the idea — in the minds of 
suspicious people — of his having helped to hasten 
the receipt of his inheritance, by offering the reward 
of a hundred douros for the perpetrators of the 
villany. 

'* The alguazils searched the house, looking carefully 
for traces of footsteps at each outlet, but to no pur- 
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pose. Every legal form was complied with ; the 
bodies were removed, and late in the day seals were 
put on the doors and windows* 

*^ In the course of the afternoon^ wanting to wash 
my hands, I drew up a bucket of water from a well 
that communicated with the kitchen, and emptied its 
contents into an earthen basin. When the bucket 
was emptied, I noticed a piece of wood wedged 
inside, but that I pulled out with no difficulty. It 
was evidently the handle of some instrument, but 
what I could not at first make out. I remarked 
that it was a good deal, splintered as though it 
had either been used for dealing a heavy blow or for 
forcing something open. There was a rude attempt 
at a pattern roughly carved round it, and a piece of 
cord attached, but very short, the remainder having 
been recently cut off. At last I recognised it as one 
of the handles of the twitch that is used by gipsies 
for fastening restive horses and mules while shoeing 
or clipping them, and felt certain that what we had 
witnessed was cosas de gitanos — ^gipsy work; and 
that the handle I had found formed part of the death- 
dealing instrument. 

''Instead of giving the piece of wood to the 
alguazils I went with it to our captain, telling him 
my convictions that the murder and robbery had been 
perpetrated by gipsies. I asked his permission to 
disguise myself and wander about the town as a 
muleteer for a few days, in the hope that, being a 
stranger in the place and my position unknowni 
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I might be able to find some traces of the 
criminals. 

" It was deviating from routine, but I seemed to 
be acted upon by some impulse suggested by an 
unaccountable instinct, and was so urgent in my 
request, that it was granted. I felt sure that on the 
other handle of the twitch, if it could be found, there 
would be a pattern similar to that carved on the one 
in my possession. So dressed as an arriero I went 
forth, bent on visiting and carefully examining every 
gipsy haunt into which I could obtain admission. My 
pretext was, that wishing to buy a mule to replace 
one that had died on the road, I was looking out for 
an animal suited to my finances, — in short, ' a bar- 
gain.' I put on my best air of youthful innocence 
as an additional bait to scoundrels. 

** You may be sure there was no lack of offers made 
with the view of tempting me into a purchase, though 
I was informed that most of the mules had been sent 
to the fair at Burgos. In the course of two or three 
days I had been introduced to nearly every ill-looking 
beast for sole, with its still worse-looking master, 
but without being a wit more advanced in my self- 
imposed task. 

" On the fourth day I was taken to a rather better 
description of gipsy abode, where an old woman re- 
ceived me with much of that fawning civility and flattery 
in which the gitanas are such skilful adepts. She 
said, that having dreamt the previous night how a 
handsome Busne was coming across her path, bringing 
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with him good fortune to her family, she had remained 
all day at home with the house-door open ready to 
receive him. 

'' After this palaver she took me to a stable and 
showed me a better description of mule than I had 
yet seen. When the beldame mentioned its price, 
which was more in accordance with the animal's 
real value than is usually fixed by gipsy dealers, 
I began to suspect there must be some ulterior 
motive for her apparent fairness in the trans- 
action. Either that the animal had been stolen from 
some one in the neighbourhood, and it was desirable 
to get it removed as quickly as possible, or my real 
character had got wind among the cunning, rascally 
race, and they wished to play off a little sham 
honesty on me that would eventually benefit their 
characters. 

" Wjbile seeking in my mind for some excuse for 
not availing myself of so favourable an opportunity 
to replace the mule I was supposed to have lost, 
and whose death I much bemoaned, as it had 
delayed progress towards Burgos, I saw that which 
caused me to determine at once on becoming a pur- 
chaser. In a comer of the stable there was a bundle 
of coarse horse gear tied by a rope, from an end of 
which a wooden handle depended, unmistakably the 
fellow to that in my possession, as there was the 
same rude attempt at ornamental carving on the 
handle. I now felt certain that if my skill was 
only sufficiently great, I bad come on a trace which 
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if followed np wonld lead to a detection of the 
murderers. Fortunately I had a sufficient sum of 
money about me to buy the old gipsy woman's mule, . 
and the bargain was concluded. After I had care- 
fully examined and tested the animal, I paid half 
the amount of purchase-money on the spot, agreeing 
to pay the remainder before leaying the city. The 
crone was louder than ever in her praises of my 
appearance and intelligence, and more than erer 
convinced that I was indeed the lucky stranger of her 
dreams. She said that as an additional token 
of her appreciation she could, besides having sold 
me the best animal in Valladolid, perhaps confer 
a further favour, but that she must first consult 
another person. Tottering away she left me alone 
in the stable. The first thing I did was, thinking a 
better opportunity might not occur, to unroll the cord 
from the bundle of harness I had noticed, and take 
possession of the handle hanging to it. 

"When the gitana returned she found me inspecting 
more minutely my recent acquisition in mule flesh. 
She resumed the conversation by saying that she 
hoped a plan she was about to propose would be as 
suited to my inclinations as it was to my interests. 
Her husband had intended going, with a string of 
mules for sale, to the fair at Burgos, which she 
had heard was my destination also : he had, how- 
ever, been detained by illness, and was still at 
home. All the young men had gone on — even their 
son — and her husband, who was then well enough 
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to proceed, had therefore to look out for a companion 
by the way, who would in return for his food being 
proyided on the road, together with a present of a 
douro at ihe journey's end^ lend a hand in looking 
after and managing the animals. 

^* She was sure the company of a fortunate-faced 
indiyidual, like myself, would bring them all good 
luck. If I agreed, and was willing to start by 
myself the following morning, in charge, her hus- 
band would overtake me before midday — some busi- 
ness would prevent his leaving the city in the early 
morning. 

** There was something so unusual in the whole pro* 
ceeding — of a gipsy thus wishing to associate himself 
with one of us, whom they never seek without some 
object in view to make it well worth their while, 
as well as knowing they could find plenty among their 
caste for such a job — that made me think it advisable 
to give in to the plan, in the hope of its forwarding 
my researches. 

'' I agreed to the arrangement in all its details, and 
next morning daybreak saw me pass out of the city 
in charge of some five or six as sorry looking beasts as 
could well be mustered. After many a weary mile 
of dusty road, when the sun was at its highest, and 
as I was beginning to think of halting for a midday 
rest, the sound of hoofs on the road behind me caused 
me to look round. A man mounted on a fine mule 
with two large saddle-bags in firont of him was ad- 
vancing at a sharp amble. He was dressed in a brown 
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threadbare cloak and peaked hat, looking at first sight 
as unlike a gipsy as possible ; but on overtaking n^ 
he stopped and introduced himself as Lopez, the 
former owner of my yesterday's purchase, and also of 
the animals plodding in a dispirited manner under 
my charge. 

"We rode on side by side, exchanged offers of 
tobacco, and talked on indifferent topics with a sem- 
blance of congeniality that I fancy was as far removed 
from his feelings as my own. I had still to fathom 
the motive which had caused me to be engaged as 
the Senor Lopez's companion, or rather subordinate. 

" As far as I could see under his low slouched hat, 
my employer had a swarthy face of strongly-marked 
features that his almost white hair and whiskers made 
to appear by contrast darker still. He might have 
been between fifty and sixty, and had a peculiarly 
unpleasant squint of his black eyes which gave him, 
what appeared to me, a singularly villanous and 
repulsive aspect. 

" On stopping at a venta to rest and sleep through 
the heat of noon, I noticed the care with which he 
made his own arrangements, not allowing either the 
helper in the stable or myself to touch his saddle-bags, 
which he placed as a pillow beneath his head when, 
stretching ourselves on our mantas, we prepared for 
the siesta. While pretending to be asleep I watched 
my neighbour, noticing that he was as sleepless as I 
was. Sometimes he would sit up and glance around with 
looks of restless suspicion, and on lying down again. 
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toss uneasily to and fro as though every mosquito in 
the province were buzzing about his ears. In what- 
ever position he might place himself, one hand always 
grasped with firm clutch his precious alforgas. When, 
again on the road, we received kindly greetings from 
other wayfarers, or perceived any desire on their 
part to join us and lighten the journey by pleasant 
conversation, Lopez would either fall behind the party 
or press on ahead, never resting till we were free from 
them. Sometimes he would leave the highway, skirting 
it along by-paths, and on rejoining me after an absence 
of often long duration, would invariably ask questions 
as to whom I had passed or met. Once or twice we 
came across small parties of Guardias Civiles, when 
I could see the perspiration streaming down his face : 
on these occasions I was left to be the spokesman if 
questions were asked by the soldiers. 

" Passing through a small town whither he had pre- 
ceded me, I saw his mule standing tied to an iron 
ring at the door of a money-changer's shop. He was en- 
gaged there in treating for the exchange of a doubloon, 
of which the old red gold reminded me of that I 
had seen roll out from among the damask clothes found 
in the old walnut-wood chest. Continuing to preserve 
an air of stolid indifference and stupid blindness as to 
all the gipsy's proceedings, I combined with it an 
appearance of wishing to earn honestly the promised 
reward by making myself as useful as possible. 

'' All that I managed to find out as to the contents 
of Lopez's saddle-bags was that their weight was tax 
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greater than the size would have led any one to 
expect. Bat my snspicions became every hour more 
and more confirmed, that if my companion was not 
implicated in the deed, the perpetrators of which I was 
trying to discover, he was at any rate avoiding obser- 
vation and using me as a shield to save himself from 
the penalties of some other crime or minor villany. 
I soon determined on risking a bold stroke. 

" At the town of Villanueva we put up as usual 
at one of the smallest ventas, and I was sent to pur- 
chase provisions for the hostess to cook for our supper. 
On returning I told my employer I had picked up the 
news that suspicions had been aroused as to the murder 
at Yalladolid having been the work of some gitanos. 
In consequence of this, orders had been promulgated 
for strict search to be made throughout the gita- 
naria of every town, and the proceedings of all stranger 
gipsies to be carefully examined into. 

'^ I also told him that I had overheard two Guardias 
Civiles discussing the matter, and the best means of 
proceeding to immediate action. The way this in- 
telligence was received by Lopez, the sudden pallor 
and anxious look that pervaded his face, which increased 
to death-like colourness and intense alarm, confirmed 
my determination. That night, stating my real 
character, I denounced him to the authorities of the 
place, who caused him at once to be arrested. In 
the heavy alforgas was found a large sum in gold 
doubloons, nearly all of Charles m.'s reign. The 
coins were wrapped in a discoloured damask cloth, 
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subsequently ascertained to be the fellow to those 
belonging to the murdered senora. Every effort was 
made by the command of interest the gipsy people 
possess, but unavailingly, to prevent sentence of death 
being passed upon him, and afterwards to secure his 
escape from prison. He was not executed, as he 
deserved, but sent for life to the fortress of Ceuta 
in Africa, and I afterwards heard that he was shot by 
a sentry when trying to escape into the land of the 
Moors. 

*' I only received half the reward promised by the 
poor lady's heir, and that with much trouble, and 
after long solicitation. He had evidently counted 
on no one taking the trouble to work out a chain of 
evidence of which not even a Unk seemed apparent. 
Shortly after we had heard of Lopez's final fate, I was 
walking outside the city, going on patrol duty through 
the Campo Grande to a neighbouring village, when I 
suddenly found myself face to face with the old woman 
of whom I had bought the mule. She was accompanied 
by a young man dressed in gitano costume. Though 
I was in uniform she recognised me at once, and the 
whole string of events leading to her husband's 
detection flashed across her villaoous mind. With a 
venomously malignant look she stared me searchingly 
in the face, and then spoke in a low, but distinct tone 
of voice that issued from her toothless jaws like the 
hissing of serpents. Turning to the young man, and 
pointing towards me, she said, 

'< < My son, wouldst thou know the accursed hand 
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that was raised to make thee fatherless ? Wonldst 
thou know him that, possessed of a demon's brain 
of fool wolf-like cmming and pitilessness, schemed 
away our support in life, leaving us what we are? 
Wouldst thou look on him who is henceforth to be 
through life thy most hated foe, to be some day repaid 
with the cruelty he meted out to us ? He is before 
thee, my son ; there in the bright sunlight — there ! 
Before his image for an instant leaves thy thought 
may thine eyes become blinded, thy mind blasted with 
idiotcy, thy body scabbed like that of an ofifal-gorging 
vulture. Ay ! stare well on his face ; let its impres- 
sion sear deep! And thou — oh! thrice accursed — 
listen ! We were weak before we knew our enemy 
— now we are strong. The blood of the gipsy never 
falls unavenged, and may this be proved to thee, thou 
foul one. May the most malignant blight known to 
human nature fall upon thee and thine. Every one, 
even the ill-beshrewed Gentile, has some one he 
loves. May darkness be less terrible to thine and 
to thee than what ye vile Christians call the " blessed 
light" of day — death less terrible than life. M 
rottenness of spirit, rottenness of heart and of health be 
on all thy serpent brood! If the old Egyptian's 
power to curse still remains to us, then may it draw 
the life from out of everything thou lovest. And now, 
senor Guardia Civile, farewell ; live on as best thou 
mayest. Go seek more victims. No fear that thou 
wilt forget the last one. The day will come when 
riven to the earth thou shalt remember amidst thy 
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agony that it was thy treacherous doings brought upon 
thee the inexorable doom of a gitana's curse.' 

** The howl as of a bound and tortured wild beast 
sounded in my ears as the hag went on her way, 
dragging with her the youth, whose looks of impotent 
fury well matched those of his fiendish-looking 
grandatn. It was he I saw just now, after all this 
lapse of years, at the railway station. 

" I am in no wise superstitious* For the curse of 
any human being I care not a fico, but what I do fear 
is the wonderfully subtle schemes of revenge that can 
be planned by the hated gipsy race. Their influence 
is so wide spread, their hate so unrestrained by fear or 
by any other human feeling. Its current lies so deep ; 
it may so undermine an enemy's path that, until the 
ground gives way beneath him, till he sinks to be 
engulphed for ever, no suspicion of danger pre- 
cedes the stroke. It is truly said of the gitanos ' tJiey 
have hair on the liearL* Several mysterious efforts 
have been made, whose origin I could never trace, to 
damage my character with my superiors: in many 
ways have I felt that an evil eye keeps its glance 
upon all my doings, ready for harm if the possi- 
bility for its accomplishment should occur. How- 
ever — ^what nonsense am I talking — ^all has gone well 
with me yet, except that God chose to take my 
wife from me, not, I feel sure, to gratify any 
demoniacal human wish, but in his own good time. 
Happily He does not smite us with both hands 
My darling is well and happy ; I expect soon to hear 
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that my company is ordered to do duty at Valencia. 
I shall then be near her; what more can I want? 
But, senor, I still wish I had not seen that man's 
cnnel face." 

Soon the cheerful and fertile-looking landscape, as 
we drew close to the city of Valencia, inspired brighter 
thoughts in my companion, and we settled back again 
to our old gossiping exchange of confidences and 
opinions. When we parted I received, written on a 
piece of coarse yellow-looking paper, an address with 
Ml particnlars for enabling me to pay my promised 
"visit to the family of the worthy Guardia Civile. 

Valencia is the Florence of Spain as regards its 
flowers ; the Pompeii, as regards its relics of past 
times ; the London, as regards any number of pretty 
faces to be met in its streets. By the ancient 
Moors — keenly appreciative of at any rate two out 
of the above attractions— it was called "Paradise.'* 
The city, however, is not suflSciently up to the mark 
required for such a superlatively high verdict to be 
passed in these hard-to-please days; also different 
ideas of happiness and comfort now prevail. 

The ancient Moor liked to hide away his happiness 
behind stone walls, lest the " evil eye " should be 
attracted by an over display of prosperity; but 
from the soft luxurious nest, sacred to his own enjoy- 
ments, he always sought to look from its many loop- 
holes over as bright a surrounding as possible. 

The modem Christian, on the contrary, is rather 
anxious than otherwise that the eye of envy should 
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rest on his snperior advantages of wealth and position. 
He likes to be surrounded by other Christians, who 
if not so well off as regards their own stock of happi- 
ness, are the more likely to be impressed with the 
extent of that of their superiors. 

On arriying at Valencia I found that the steamer 
had left early on the morning of our arrival, and there 
was no other for a week. After a day or two of pro- 
miscuous wandering about the city I determined to 
fulfil the promise of a visit to the friendly Guardia 
Civile. 

One sultry afternoon the driver of a tartana, having 
declared that he knew exactly the spot I wished to go 
to, took possession of me. Beginning by a start in 
what was afterwards proved to be exactly the opposite 
direction, he after a time condescended to make some 
inquiries from people who knew as little as he did 
himself, which resulted in a series of embroglios and 
loss of patience on my part. When nearly worn out, 
so that even smoking afforded no relief, and on the 
point of giving up the search, we managed by some 
wonderful piece of luck to hit off the farm of Sancho 
Larcos. 

It was a neat one-storied, whitewashed build- 
ing, nestling among tall trees of luxuriant growth and 
vai-ied foliage. Along the front of the house there 
was spread a mat-awning supported by tall poles. 
Large-leafed gourd plants, their yellow blossoms 
mingling with the blue and pink of more delicate 
creeping plants, trailed over it in a perfect waste of 
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beauty. Beneath this pleasant shade were placed 
benches, affording every opportunity for its com- 
fortable enjoyment, and making the comparatively cool 
spot appear a haven of delightful rest after such long 
imprisonment in a jolting thoroughly-heated tartana. 

The noise of our arrival brought the friendly sergeant 
himself to the door, followed by a young girl, whom 
I concluded to be the much-loved daughter whose 
praises had been his favourite theme during our 
journey. Oh ! but she was handsome ! 

Parental partiality had in no way over estimated 
her beauty. On looking at her you were reminded of 
everything you had seen most bright and most 
redundant of life. The ripest and most luscious- 
looking fruit on which the sunlight seems to fall 
approvingly — the flowers of carefully nursed tropical 
plants, every curve of whose lustrous petals is 
so suggestive of rich beautiful vitality — ^the glossy' 
perfection culminating in that matchless metallic 
sheen which causes some of the rarer Himalayan 
pheasants to glitter in the sunlight amid their 
mountain snows like masses of sparkling jewels 
moulded into wondrous bird-like forms — the intensely 
vivid light of a full summer's day, beneath which 
rejoicing nature brightens and fructifies — hers was a 
perfection of human splendour ! Her skin was so 
smooth, every contour of her graceful form so rounded, 
every feature so free from flaw, the long black 
hair twisted into bands and braids (pierced at the 
back of the head by two long gold pins), was 
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80 gracefiilly coiled in rich redundancy of plaits; 
her feet and hands so small ! No wonder, I 
thought, that father, uncle, and lover were all in 
their different ways so devoted as they had heen 
described to me. A woman's beauty, as somtimes 
seen, may well suggest the idea of being heaven's 
last and best perfected gift, made with the view of 
reconciling man to the many calls made on the 
sorrowful sweat of not only his brow, but, metaphori- 
cally speaking, of his soul also, 

** Bueno, bueno, Senor don Edouardo," exclaimed 
the sergeant in a cheerful tone of voice, " do us the 
favour of entering your house. Here is my Juanita, 
who welcomes you as I do: we will soon find 
the uncle and aunt who will do the same." The 
tartana, its horse and driver having settled under 
some spreading branches to cool, graze, and smoke 
till again required, I followed my friend to the 
house. He preceded me, showing in his gait and 
manner a high-bred demeanour more noticeable in the 
peasant than the grandee of this country — possibly 
from the fact of the former being invariably the finer 
animal — not that I ever met a Spanish grandee, but 
" what every one says must be true." 

*' The uncle Sancho has just come in from the 
fields," said the sergeant. That he is an original in 
his way I have already had the honour of explaining. 
One of his fancies consists of a dread of meeting 
any stranger, unless previously assured that he will 
not come into contact with one who has the evil 
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eye. He professes to judge unerringly on this subject 
from the sound of a voice. He is even now listenings 
while he awaits your approach. Kindly make allow- 
ance for his peculiarities, caballero, and give in to 
them by exclaiming as you pass the threshold, so that 
he can hear you, his favourite watch-word, ^ Ave 
Maria purissima.* " 

We entered the house. An elderly woman was 
seated alone in the white- washed room ; she rose as 
we entered, and returned my greeting. The three 
words intoned in my best accent had the effect of a 
magic incantation. A door flew open and there entered 
on the scene with much suddenness, a little square-set, 
powerfully-built elderly man dressed in true Valenoian 
peasant costume. 

A bright-coloured handkerchief bound round his 
head covered all but a few straggling tufts of iron- 
grey hair. His face was tanned almost black from 
exposure to the sun: its expression had a strange 
mingled look of gentleness and ferocity, caused by the 
tightly-drawn mouth; the thick shaggy eyebrows 
being combined with eyes of a soft radiant look, that 
seemed capable of every kindness. The usual full 
white cotton drawers or kilt, snowy shirt sleeves; 
velvet waistcoat, showy waist girdle, bright-coloured 
footless stockings and hempen sandals, all united in 
giving a wonderfully picturesque aspect to this elderly 
little apparition. 

*' Now by the tooth of San Christobal," said the 
old boy after first greetings had been exchanged. 
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^^this English senor's voice is one that comes 
simpatica to my ears. I had put on the amulet always 
worn hy me on occasions of importance or peril, hut 
yaya ! I feel there is no necessity for it in this case. 
I will restore it to its hiding-place. The cahallero is so 
tall he seems to me an exact resemblance of our good 
ferryman saint as he is represented on the church 
walls : he may bring us luck — who knows ? — at any 
rate he is welcome.'* 

Proceeding to the mat-awning in front of the house, 
we grouped ourselves beneath it to enjoy the freshness 
of coming evening. 

Senor Sancho, who evidently appreciated the sound 
of his own voice, entertaining also a high opinion of 
his own wit, proceeded to express amazement at what 
he considered the monstrous height of his English 
visitor. "Ay de D6u ! what would become of us 
all if our only chances of dinner depended on figs 
we gathered off the same tree as this senor — we 
should starve unless he gave us some — ha ! ha ! 
Carajo ! es un gigante. Is it not so, my niece — my 
pearl ? " 

But Juana was too much occupied with the French 
poodle to pay much attention to his English master. 

*' Oh, uncle, look at him ! — see, my father, que cosa 
bendita — what a blessed creature. And his dancing — 
how exquisite a performance ! " 

The lucky dog here received embraces that would, 
combined with praises from such a mouth, have set 
the whole male creation dancing, or doing anything. 
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however idiotic, if likely to insure such enTiable 
reward. 

*' And what do you think of Valencia city and plain^ 
caballero ? '' asked the sergeant. '' To one who comes 
as you do from a country where cold climate and a 
total absence of sunlight do not admit of the growth 
of flowers, our gardens, orchards, and green fields 
must appear as a glimpse of Paradise." 

" Oh ! father, surely it cannot be true that this 
senor inhabits when at home a land where there is 
neither sunshine nor flowers ! — how sad every one must 
be there ! Fancy having no roses to put in your hair ! 
After reUgion, and the people I love, there is nothing I 
so much care for as flowers." 

" It is true, seiiorita," I said, " that the ladies of 
my country are much in the habit of wearing false 
roses, but not from any lack of the real ones. Though 
you may think it impossible, no country abounds in 
flowers more than mine. Fashion, however, super- 
sedes them. With us art is all-powerful ; the garden 
blossoms are rarely turned to so graceful a purpose as 
they are here." 

*'Ah!" exclaimed Senor Sancho, "we are very 
much in advance of all the rest of the world as 
regards everything. But as my niece knows, I have 
no dislike to the English. They speak the truth, and 
I am none of your half-Frenchified fellows as are 
our townspeople. When the English banker from 
Madrid came down about the railroad works, and 
wanted suddenly an advance of four thousand douros 



THE *' IRREVOCABLE PAST:' 88d 

till he conid communicate with the capital, did I not 
lend it to him ? When he was writing me out an 
acknowledgment, did I not exclaim, ' No, senor, are 
we not both gentlemen?* Oh, they are the best of 
all the strangers who come staring about our country 
seeing what they can learn. There was a time that 
I hated heretics, but they are sometimes good men of 
business. I must tell you about the last cause I 
pleaded and won before the Tribunal de la Agua." 

*' Santa Madre ! '' here exclaimed the old man's wife, 
with a look of pious horror, '' can this caballero be 
one of the heretics ? I never remember having 
spoken with any of them, but of course see them 
as they go staring about the city. It has made me sad 
many a time to watch them entering the churches^ 
and neither allowed the privilege of touching the holy 
water, nor of making the blessed sign of the cross 
like ourselves. And then with no one to say Masses 
for them after death 3 Are you not afraid, sir, of 
the horrors of purgatory from which no one has the 
power to rescue you?" 

" Silence, wife — ^what you say is like giving almonds 
to him who has no teeth; but, as the caballero knows, 
women's tongues, like the sea waves, cannot remain 
long in repose, so he must excuse you. The senor 
should stop and see our procession at the Dia de 
Corpus. If anything would make a Christian of a 
man, it is that. After all, it is surely worth kneel- 
ing for an hour or two that you may attract the 
attention of heaven to your devout behaviour, and so 
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secure some of the advantages the saints have it in 
their power to bestow. To a man who has fields and 
vineyards, this additionally applies." The pious peasant 
here crossed himself with the looks of a man who 
considered his heavenly account to be on the creditor 
side ; then continuing his practical homily, he added, 
" To those beloved by the Santa Madre and the blessed 
saints, especially San Vicent Ferrer — our special 
patron here — everything happens that can enrich 
them. Their she-dogs seem to bring forth litters 
of pigs, their very door-posts to be fruitful fig-trees, 
the very honey in their bee-hives to turn to gold. 
Ho h& ! Juanita mia, what watchest thou?" 

Juana, who had settled down on a low wooden 
footstool, started all blushes at this sudden divergence 
of the conversation in her direction. 

** My uncle, I watch the doves flying towards the 
trees where they roost for the night, and I am think- 
ing that Pasqual is very late. He is usually here 
by this time. But I was listening to your words, 
too, dearest tio mio, and to those of your guest." 

'* Ah those lovers ! They think that others have no 
eyes ! A pretty girl and a roadside vineyard need 
well watching. And I that have both of these to 
mind ! And my eyes no longer young ! Take care, 
girl, sweethearts are as hard to know as melons. 
They keep their best side towards you at first, and 
this often, like in the fruit, hides another side on 
which you might find signs of the heart's rottenness." 

^' Nay, brother Sancho, do not be so severe. Be- 
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member how the healthy young fruit also abounds. 
Pasqual is a good boy, and he shall some day be 
Juanita's husband/' Thus the father ; and his child's 
bright eyes turn gratefully and lovingly towards him in 
reward for his kindly words. 

The evening shadows were growing long while 
we talked, and refreshing to the eye after the pre- 
ceding glare. A slight sea-breeze which had sprung 
up fanned our faces pleasantly. We still sat beneath 
the overhanging gourd leaves, watching the pleasant 
halo of fading sunlight that now began to surround the 
cheerful foliage-filled picture through which a road of 
soft yellow sand wound eflfectively. 

It was one of those evenings when the mere fact of 
existence suffices to create a feeling of contented 
happiness. A tall date tree sprang mast-like from 
one comer of the homestead ; there was rich colour- 
ing on all sides ; doves were heard cooing in the thick 
plantings beyond as they preened themselves before 
settling in their roosting place ; a pleasant odour of 
orange flowers mingled with the smoke of our 
cigarettes ; and noticing all this, I also saw Juana's 
black eyes suddenly beam brighter, her face to glow 
with a deeper crimson, as riding up leisurely towards 
us, though still far off, there came some one whom I 
guessed to be the cause of the girl's emotion. No 
attempt was made to repress the joy she felt, as 
after the lapse of a few minutes, a good-looking 
youth, dismounting from his rather sorry-looking 
mule, advanced to tender his greetings, and to form 
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one of our group. It was as I supposed, the anxiously- 
expected Pasqual, Juana's betrothed. 

He was a slight but well-knit fellow, more par- 
ticularly noticeable from his handsome eyes and small 
well-shaped hands and feet. 

His attitudes and actions were gracefully self-pos- 
sessed, but he had rather a cat-like way ; there was a 
sort of purring self-appreciation that pierced through his 
manner, and through the expression of his good-look- 
ing face which became each moment more apparent. 
I was impressed with the idea that he was one to 
whom it is pleasant to be loved and liked, and above 
all amused. One who could contribute his share to the 
general fund of cheerfulness, but who for real love, 
or depth of feeling of any sort, his jQne restless, 
ever-wandering eyes and undecided mouth promised 
badly. It may have been from some petty feeling of 
jealousy that I did not take much to the newcomer, 
as, on his appearance, he at once absorbed the interest 
of the whole party ; the poodle and his master retiring 
at once to the humble role of ** supers.'* After Juana 
herself, Juana' s future husband was evidently the most 
important person in the world. It may have been 
fancy, but it struck me that in the eyes of the girl's 
father and shrewd old uncle, there was at times an 
expression of imcertainty or uneasiness as if they 
shared my feelings of misgiving in the youth to whom 
they were about to intrust so much. 

The darkness of evening had well set in when, the 
tartana being again brought to the door, I prepared to 
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take leave of those homely people who were all con- 
tentedly enjoying the calm happiness of their lot. 
They all bade me a cordial good-bye, old Sancho 
shouting after me, ''Gome again, sir Englishman, 
come again ; I am not one of those who think that 
a friend, like a fish, will stink in three days." 

A day or two after this visit we sailed for Gibraltar. 

♦ « « ♦ 

Two years had passed, obliterating many more of 
the things my mind had clung to and been interested 
in besides the pretty girl, her father, lover, and rela- 
tives, of whom I got that transitory glimpse in the 
hnerta of Valencia. 

Again I went to the city of the Cid — this time by 
land, on my way north, and once more was I delayed 
there awaiting the arrival of a steamer. 

Seeing the place recalled to me the people I had 
known there. Chartering as before a rickety tartana, 
I drove out from the city to see how the world 
fared with my friends, half expecting to find that 
the sergeant had become a grandfather. The even- 
ing was just as lovely as when I had before travelled the 
same road. Everything looked so unchanged that my 
last visit appeared to date from only the day before. 
Now that I knew my way, on arriving at the small 
village near which old Sancho's house was situated, I 
left the trap and determined to saunter on slowly by 
myself. 

There was a small church in the hamlet with a 
graveyard near it, and on passing the idea occurred 
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to me of walking through the building and its neigh- 
bouring enclosure. The church was bam-like and 
uninteresting. The only thing in the cemetery that 
attracted my attention was the figure of a woman 
crouched near one of the graves as though in deep 
sorrow. Her head, that rested on her knees, was 
covered by a large shawl, through which low moans 
resounded in a pitiful wail. 

Feeling that I could be of no use — that pity would 
only be as offensive as a display of curiosity in a case 
of such grief as hers, I hastened away. Taking 
the tall date-tree as my beacon, I found myself in a 
few minutes more opposite the neat verandah where we 
had sat singing and laughing so pleasantly through an 
early summer evening two years before. As so often 
happens, I had rehearsed in my mind a little scene for 
the anticipated meeting. What I should say of a com- 
plimentary and congratulatory character, how pleased 
they would be to see me — perhaps they would find 
that my Spanish was improved — ^how we should all 
again group ourselves under the awning, laughing 
merrily as when we sat there before. Knocking 
loudly at the door, and the summons receiving no 
notice, I entered, not forgetting to give the ^'Ave 
Maria Purissima," Senor Sancho's favourite watch- 
word. No one ! 

Every inanimate object was unchanged, but there 
was not a sound of Ufe to be heard — not a soul to be 
seen. I knocked at an inner door, and again receiving 
no reply, opened it and passed through. I found 



THE '' IRREVOCABLE PAST:' 889 

myself in a dimly-lighted kitchen opening on to a 
garden at the back of the house. There was a woman 
seated on a low chair, who rose slowly as I entered. 
Her face was pale, wan, and sorrowful ; nevertheless, 
I knew her to be the wife of my former host, Sancho 
Larcos. I was preparing to greet her, when her first 
vacant stare on my entrance suddenly giving way 
to a look of recognition, she fell on her knees at 
my feet, and seizing one of my hands in both 
hers, rested her forehead upon it, and burst into 
a fit of hysterical weeping. Such heart- wrung sobs 
I had never heard ; the very rafters seemed to echo 
with them, while tears in a very stream fell fi-om her 
eyes, and I could feel them rolling hot and scorching 
over her cold hands and mine. 

It was long before she spoke, still longer before I 
succeeded in eliciting the whole sad story she had to 
teU. 

Not long, it seems, after my departure from Valencia, 
they had sat up through a whole night awaiting the 
sergeant's return fi-om the city. With early morning, 
when they were all worn-out and half mad with 
anxiety, the news was brought that the poor fellow's 
dead body had been discovered by some labourers 
going to work in the rice-fields. They had found 
it lying on the roadside pierced with many knife 
stabs and cruelly mutilated. Sorrow such as that of 
these mourners is not to be described. Sancho had 
vowed to devote all his savings to discover the mur- 
derer, and his life to procure a fitting vengeance, all 
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in vain. The hand that dealt that cruel blow had 
remained hitherto ontraceable. 

The pretty Juana mourned her father — as they all 
did — deeply and long ; she was never again the same 
gay, light hearted-girl I had seen her ; but time to a 
certain extent healed her sorrow. 

Misfortune, however, did not stop here. Six months 
before my return, more misery had overtaken them. 
News came that Pasqual, Juana's betrothed, who was 
then at Barcelona, clerk in a well-known banker's 
oflSce, had been detected in an act of forgery. Always 
imbued with a taste for gambling, this had been en- 
couraged by companions he had found in Catalonia, 
some of them mere gipsy horse-dealers, and the lowest 
of all low cheats. He was condemned to a long term 
of imprisonment, and the way the news had been 
received made it still more startling and terrible. It 
was by a letter which Juana received from Pasqual 
himself, telling her of his misfortune as he called it, 
releasing her from her engagement, and bidding her 
farewell for ever. The heart and brain of the poor 
little fond-hearted thing could bear no more. For 
some days she was ill, '^ Oh, so ill, and then, 
alas ! she recovered." But her reason was gone, 
her wealth of beauty blighted ; knowing no one, her 
youth was turned to worse than the most shrivelled 
old age — it was a living death — ^yet she lingered 
on. 

" Stay, senor, stay here — ^I wiU fetch her," sobbed 
the woman^ and disappeared. 
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Conid I have gone away fancying all this iinhap- 
piness to be but a dream, how gladly I would have 
done 80, cowardly though it might haye been, but I 
felt rooted to the ground. While I still thought 
over this sad news the door again opened. 

There was a feeble sound as of a senseless jabber 
carried on in low, fluttering tones, and then as 
Juana came, led into the room by her aunt, I recog- 
nised that sad figure as the one I had already seen 
weeping among the grayes near the yillage church ! 
Poor little one! She followed reluctantlyi but 
quietly enough. One hand was pressed over her eyes, 
and listening, I found that her talk, if such it could 
be called, consisted of but one phrase repeated 
over and oyer again. By chance I caught the words 
of it, and this was the sad and weary lament : 
*' Ay de mi ! Ay de mi ! matadme, por el amor de 
Dios ! aunque mi alma se condone! — Alas! alas! 
for the loye of God kill me, eyen. though my soul 
be lost ! " 

'' Poor lamb, poor little darling lamb," said the 
kind relatiye; ''it is always thus, nothing else from 
morning till night time. She sits at her father's 
graye all day, her head bent down and coyered so as 
to hide away the sunlight she can no longer bear to 
look upon — she who shone in it once like a golden 
butterfly — and then she weeps and moans and sobs, 
as you hear, senor, eyen in her madness asking for 
death. Alas ! alas ! perhaps ours is the worse fate. 
My husband is away in the fields — not that he cares 
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now for his vineyards— and the water-canals may be 
dry for days without his noticing it." 

Juana crouched on the ground in one comer of the 
room, and still her muttered wail rose with touching 
accents th^t pierced the heart. 

There is no language with words that can be formed 
into expressions of sympathy adequate for griefs like 
these. 

Since the entry of Juana I had not once spoken, 
but now after pressing the poor old woman's hand 
and lightly touching the young girl's dishevelled hair, 
I withdrew in silence from that blighted homestead. 

For many a long day the agonised phrase I had 
heard, so terrible from so young a mouth, rang inces- 
santly in my ears. I can fancy I hear it even now as 
I write. The old horror with which I saw Juana in 
her brokendown state sometimes returns in my dreams. 

Would that I could give a bright ending to this 
story of real life ! Alas ! there is no remedy, no 
hope, when such sad wretchedness as this looks out 
from the ** irrevocable past." 




AN INTERLUDE. 
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I. 

The '* north-front " goard between the '' nentral 
ground " and Gibraltar ; almost a mile from the foot 
of the Rock, but close enough to get the full benefit 
of the autumn heat reflected from its scorched and 
treeless surface. 

'' One captain, one subaltern, one sergeant, three 
corporals, and fifteen privates " (so runs the detail for 
this duty), broiling together beneath a species of cow- 
shed, which to official eyes represents the small 
requirements in the way of shelter for twenty-one 
military human beings, even with the thermometer 
standing at 95° in the shade, as it is to-day. Captain 
of the guard (myself) with Lieutenant Mildair (my 
intelligent subaltern) assiduously engaged in springing 
mines of gunpowder craftily concealed beneath layers 
of brown sugar. We are not studying the noble art 
of war, only trying to exterminate some few of the 
many myriads of flies with which our shed is infested. 
We are going through the usual process so well calcu- 
lated to dwarf the intellect and develop the idiot that 
is so pleasantly compatible with the performance of 
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most military duties — a process of smoking, gossiping, 
dawdling, dozing, eating, drinking, together with a 
tendency to mild depreciation of things in general and 
our own fate in particular. 

Alas! could an Apelles paint, could any bnt a 
special correspondent write, or eould the most accom- 
pUshed musician perform on any instrument but the 
Pandean pipes, and practise sweet melodies under 
circumstances so antagonistic to repose? Heat, 
dust, glare, the already cited flies, and, wafted from 
an adjacent vegetable garden — ^where the domestic 
cabbage is largely cultivated to embellish the British 
soldier's repast — an odour as foul as that arising from 
the harbour, which is also close at hand. Life 
would thus be rendered unendurable on this August 
day to any one not reduced by long habit of soldiering 
to a state of mental and physical insensibility. 

Impossible even to read. As useless to think of 
any repose which might be secured by crawling beneath 
the dirty mosquito-curtains enveloping a rickety couch 
that adorns our room. The field-officer has not yet 
been his rounds ! Thoughts of the stem frown that 
would contract that gallant man's perspiring features 
if detained a moment unnecessarily awaiting oar 
guard's salute, are enough to murder sleep as eflfect- 
ually as are the flies to destroy all hope of comfort. 

From one window of our guard-room, through a 
haze of heat, the grey old Kock may be seen rising 
grandly above thick clouds of dust which are blown 
slowly towards it down the broad straight road which 
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connects the English and Spanish tenitories. Its per- 
pendicukr escarpment rising bluffly against a purple 
blue sky — the summit crowned with a battery — shows 
no sign of human handiwork beyond a curving line of 
loopholes lighting galleries cut in the solid stone. At 
this distance their downward-pointing guns are barely 
visible. But a distant hum from the town comes 
faintly through the heated air, telling of a crowded 
population seething within the old walls beyond- The 
road on which we look is at present deserted, save by 
an occasional procession of much-begrimed donkeys, 
carrying supplies of charcoal into the garrison from 
the cork wood beyond San Eoque. On the highest- 
piled loads of all are perched the men in charge, 
looking squalid, but jaunty and picturesque : they 
sing a melancholy chorus as they pass by. 

From our window opening westward, the bay in a 
glare of dazzling colour — haze, but no dust. The 
town of Algeciras, its white-walled houses plainly dis- 
cernible even across the bay, some five miles distant ; 
white sails, mauve mountains, and two or three 
steamers anchored out in a comparatively fresher 
atmosphere, suggesting envious thoughts to the land- 
bound. 

Useless to think of getting away for some time to 
come — the leave-season has not set in ; so refreshing 
" sorties" are for the nonce impossible. 

No chance of even the small relief a£forded now 
and then in this out-of-the-way seaport of seeing 
strangers landing to wander lionising about the bat- 
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teries and the Alameda. In consequence of a report 
that scarlet-fever had broken ont at Southampton, 
Sunderland, or in the Isle of Skye, the Spanish Govern- 
ment have enforced quarantine law for six days, be- 
ginning from to-day — a favourite trick of theirs for 
creating discomfort. The smallest suspicion of measles, 
or a quoted case of hooping-cough in England, is quite 
sufficient to produce such dread result. At the peril 
of being shut up on the land side of this over- 
crowded Rock, the British authorities have to grin 
and bear with the inconvenience of following suit^ 
and allow no communication with their infected father- 
land at the risk of having all supplies stopped from 
fertile Andalucia. 

Adding one more to this already rather long list of 
discomforts, a remarkable character, one 0*Day, my 
servant, is absent from attendance ; his wife's death 
the cause of his having procured leave for the day. 
The worthy man mentioned to me a short time 
previously, how Mrs. 0*Day had disappointed his 
calculations (founded on a date prophesied for her 
demise by the medical officer of the corps) by per- 
tinaciously lingering on. While girding on my sword 
this morning, he had much deprecated her want of 
proper military spirit in not deceasing before the 
arrival of our turn for duty. 

An extermination of the fly legion having proved 
hopeless, as well as any other attempt at rational 
recreation, we dawdle on inanely. Luncheon will be 
the next event of our lives, though, having to be 
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brought a distance of two miles, it will arrive, we 
know, necessarily in an unappetising condition. Sud- 
denly poor 0*Day himself appears, to see "if his 
honour wants anything," and to take the opportunity 
of asking for an advance of a sovereign, to which he 
considers his domestic calamity entitles him. By 
way of softening still more a stem master's feelings 
(the limit of a pound being open to extension), he 
recites in a melancholy tone some incidents connected 
with his recent loss. 

" Arrah and sure, yer honour, the way that woman 
of mine held out was a raal wondher. But she was a 
dacent craythur, and went out at last like the snuff of 
a candle, wid her sowl in her hand. It was jest 
after she'd been discoorsing of me quite pleasantly 
too. * O'Day,' says she, * howld me up.* And I 
howlds her up. * O'Day,* says she, * give me a dhrop 
to drink.' And sure I guv her a taste of iligant 
spirits, wid a dhrop of water. * Ah, be jakers,' says 
she, ' and it's meself is wishing, O'Day, as I'd died 
two months back, when the barracks was quieter and 
the new draft from the depot hadn't jined. There 
was better opportunities of me making me sowl than 
there is now when I'm always a-cussing at the little 
divils of children for the nise they kicks up.* And 
thin, yer honour, wid the glass tight in her fist, 
and a blessing on her lips, she falls back and dieSi 
like a raal jewel as she was. It's herself was a good 
woman to me, and a clever woman intoirely. As for 
gitting me the hot males regular, by this and by that. 
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she hadn^t her likes in the whole ridgmint. It^s het 
fourth hashand that I was, bat what's the matter of 
that, there was jest a scramble like to get hould of her. 
Didn't every one know that though maybe she was 
thrifle ould, divil a better to stand up for her rights 
anywhere, and wid a tongue in her that made her 
respicted wheriver she wint ? Her first man was 
aten in some island in Australey ; the second was kilt 
by Sapoys in Injy, who mistrated her too, the bastes ; 
the third drown hisself as we was going wid my. last 
ridgmint to Barbadoes, and it was there I married her 
meself before the priest the day we landed on shore. 
Her ways has iver sins been a pattern to the wide 
world. Haven't I, whin I darn't have opened me 
lips, seen that blessed craythur now in glory a-cheek- 
ing both the camel and sarjint-meejor, till they'd shut 
up and give her anything she wanted, jest to get rid 
of her like? Ah, she was a raal beauty, let alone 
a divarsion, and an improvement to every one. 
Divil a woman in the barracks that dar say, * Whoop ! ' 
in her prisince, if she'd a dhrop of dhrink inside 
her. m never have the luck of another blessing 
like that, Captin. In her illness, it weighed very 
heavy on her, thinking what woman I'd best many 
whin she was gone; but as I says to her, * Sure, 
don't you be botherin* of yerself, Biddy darlint, wid 
the likes of that ; die aisey, my jewel, taking your 
own time.' But my hot males bothered the 
blessed craythur to the last, yer honour, God spade 
her ! But if you advance me a pound or two, Captin^ 
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m be aff to the town to chapen a shrond and a 
bit of a coffin, and we'll wake the poor dacent thing 
this night ; but by this and by that, 1*11 mind to have 
yer honour's bath riddy when the guards marches back." 
Thus O'Day and his prattle comes acceptably to 
men in such a state of mental destitution and bodily 
restlessness as our situation engenders. That worthy 
domestic is the model of a " good and steady " 
soldier, as certificates from half a dozen com- 
manding officers and previous masters can testify. 
His face is utterly devoid of any expression but that of 
'' attention," and he seems always to be awaiting some 
order. If he were running away from a mad bull, I 
feel convinced the word " halt " would stop him in a 
second, regardless of consequences. An '' order," as 
emanating from the '* camel," his Mahomet, is as 
sacred as an oracular utterance in the days when 
oracles were believed in. The " orderly room," his 
Eeeba, is the centre of the universe, the seat of vast 
esoteric knowledge. It is enveloped in more fasci- 
nating mystery than that which enshrouds the doings 
of the Dionysian artificers to this day. His command 
of countenance amounts to the sublime ; his appear- 
ance of implicit faith in all standing above him on the 
higher rungs of the social ladder is not to be upset. 
And yet a secret instinct tells me that O'Day has a 
keen sense of the ludicrous hidden somewhere in a 
comer of his brain, which he is afraid of, as likely 
to endanger his interests. It would, I am sure, make 
him capital good company, if he could be caught at 



862 SORTIES FROM ''GIB:* 

an nngnarded moment with his expressionless mask 
laid aside. 

My subaltern and his captain are beginning to hate 
one another, taking inward vows of mutual avoidance 
for the next fortnight. Fortunately at night circum- 
stances must separate us, as it has to be passed by that 
ingenuous youth in lonely yigQ at another guard- 
room. He will there be engaged in looking after the 
" east front " of the British territory, and so en- 
joying the slight variety of smoking in solitude, 
with every opportunity to think over my many 
social defects as a companion for twelve con- 
secutive hours. Talma is the only person present 
who takes life easily and uncomplainingly. 

An improvement in our condition takes place with 
the cool of evening setting in. Seated beneath a 
bellasombras tree, on whose soft bark many sword- 
dents testify to the restless spirit of former guardians 
of our post, we watch the beauty and fashion of the 
Rock taking their evening ride. This freshens us up 
with the hope that charitable people will drop in to 
drink the wine of Jerez, and bring the last items of 
barrack intelligence. 

While listening with avidity to various good "shop" 
stories which some visitors are retailing, the sergeant 
of the guard, coming with a card in his hand, states in 
a stage whisper, and with the military salute de 
rigueur, " The gentleman's in the oflScers* guard-room, 
and wants a word with your honour.*' The name on 
the card, Captain Augustus Goring. 
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However agreeable to see a fresh face, a sort of 
dread can be combined with the pleasure. A feeling 
is too often entailed of not quite knowing what con- 
versation to make for any one who has been lost sight 
of for some years. It is my case ^th regard to 
the present visitor. 

Shaking hands warmly, both Goring and I, with 
this feeling upon us, begin discreetly in the 
usual style of masculine formula : " Delighted to see 
you, old man ! How the deuce have you managed to 
turn up in this out-of-the-way place ?'* — and " How 
are you, old fellow ? How well you're looking ! 
Awfully hot day ! " etc. etc, Oflfers of hospitality, 
and more weather discussions, are accompanied by 
a mutual mental overhauling of one another's ap- 
pearance. At last we settle down as comfortably 
as circumstances will permit to cigars and explana- 
tions. 

" Fact is," says my friend, " I've * gone and been 
and done ' a queer thing, and what some people might 
call a stupid sort of thing." 

" Don't mean it ! " I exclaim, trying to put on a 
look of surprised deprecation of the idea that 
** people" should ever be capable of considering any 
performance of his in such a light. 

" Yes, old fellow," Gussy goes on ; " fact ; and I 
fancy there will be no end of a row about it. You 
may be able to do me a good turn ; and Tve come to 
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ask you, for old aquaintance' sake, to lend me a hand, 
if you can. There's no one here I know half so well 
as you — don't you remember how we used to go about 
together three or four seasons back in London ? — 
so on arriving I went straight oflf to your quarters, 
and now hunt you down here to let you in for the 
bother. Ah, I'm a&aid it's a baddish business ! " 

What an exhilarating idea for a dull day ! Can it 
be debt, a duel, manslaughter, another man's wife 
run away with, or, having married, run away from 
his own? I sit like a hungry dog in front of a 
butcher's shop, his mouth watering at the rich treat 
his fancy tells him might be enjoyed from any of the 
delicacies within. Feeling very grateful to my visitor, 
I take his hand in mine, promising my firm support 
and hottest sympathy, whatever the interesting case 
may be. 

Goring is a handsome specimen of the type I have 
heard some ladies describe as '* kissable." His best 
points are, a complexion fresh and healthy, closely 
cropped bair, clear eyes of bluish grey, set off by rather 
dark eyebrows and lashes. His long moustache, of 
a fairer shade than his hair, would certainly take a 
first prize if an exhibition of those manly adornments 
were added to the many other attractions at South 
Kensington Museum, with a female jury to decide on 
their different degrees of merit. He is, perhaps, not 
very intellectual looking, but quite sufficiently so for 
domestic purposes. 

" It's a queer story," he continued; " I had better 
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begin somewhere about the beginning, making it as 
short as possible. You may have seen that I sold out 
of the service when the old corps went to India last 
year: it was a more plucky thing to do than con- 
fronting a bad climate ; for I settled down in London 
as an idle man on a precious small income, and with 
every chance of my friends' and relatives' prophecies 
being realized — ^namely, that I should go smash, and 
require whitewashing before a twelvemonth was over. 

" There was just one thing to pull me through, and 
that was a marriage with my cousin, Isolda Brownie 
— a great heiress, who was good enough to be spoony 
on me in a rather promising way, and whom I must 
own that I love as sincerely as if she hadn't got a 
penny. Old Brownie pere, like a sensible old man as 
he is, wouldn't hear of the match, and threatened Izzy 
with his paternal malediction if we persisted in the 
idea, which of course clinched the business. He 
could not do much in the way of ' disinheriting/ for- 
tunately, as the bulk of his daughter's fortune came to 
her from her mother — long since dead ; but it was his 
for life ; and we had not then reached the * love in a 
cottage' stage. 

^* To enhance the excitement, uncle B. had pro- 
mised his daughter and her money to a 'good and 
virtuous ' youth, the son of an old friend, just in the 
way testy old gentlemen do sometimes promise their 
daughters in real life, as well as in the drama. The 
good and virtuous youth, I may mention, was abhorred 
by the young heroine of my stoiy. 
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'^Last season my little Izzy was allowed to spend a 
month in town with a queer old maiden aunt, on 
condition that I shoald be carefully kept out of the 
house. Then my luck showed itself, and there was 
no mistaking that the ball was at my feet. Through 
the quaint admixture of greediness and sentimentality 
— old aunt Barbara's chief characteristics — she was 
fortunately open to bribery and corruption. By 
sending her specimens of every known edible most 
prized by gourmets, from Chinese birds'-nests to 
prairie hens, and every book of poetry, from 
Swinburne to Martin Tuj^er, I managed to get occa- 
sional waltzes and subsequent tete-a-tetes on staircases 
with Izzy, even venturing to pay an occasional visit, 
without unfavourable reports being forwarded to 
head-quarters. Our duenna's excuse no doubt was, 
that she did not wear her spectacles when visiting, 
and when at home she was too much occupied with her 
cookery-books and darling poetry to play police. I 
believe it was only the fear of her brother stopping an 
allowance he makes her, that prevented the dear old 
soul proving a trusty ally, and furthering a love-aflfair 
so much in accordance with her own romantic notions. 

'* At the end of the season aunt Barbara and Izzy 
went down with the governor for the regatta-week to 
Cowes, where he had a schooner yacht lying. I may 
mention, par parentliese, that old Brownie is only a 
very amateur sailor. He likes to sit on the deck at his 
moorings opposite the Royal Yacht Squadron Club, 
and amuse himself signalling his bill of fare to the 
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house steward; to collect a lot of ladies in very braidy 
nautical costumes on board the Weasel to luncheon, 
and land them in his gig at the landing-stage, after 
a little gentle cruising about the Solent ; after that 
sit calmly with them till dinner-time on the club-house 
lawn, feeling that he is doing the most nautical and 
correct thing for the time of the year. 

" I happened, by one of those coincidences that 
will occur, also to be bound in the same direction, as 
I had accepted a passage on board the yacht of a 
friend of mine that was about starting from Cowes 
for the Mediterranean, where her owner was to join 
her. This was not only on account of the cruise, but 
as the Brownies were going, after Cowes, on a round 
of visits, it would be some time before Izzy and I 
could meet again. I might therefore as well be in 
the Mediterranean as anywhere else. 

'* It was settled that we should see one another and 
say good-bye at the club-house ball, as in the crush 
there always is there my presence might escape 
observation, even if the governor chanced to be pre- 
sent. The Bacchante was to leave with the next 
morning tide, due at two o'clock. There was some- 
thing romantic in the arrangement and I entered the 
ball-room feeling like some corsair or smuggler hero 
of one of aunt Barbara's pet poems,, who before starting 
on a dangerous venture disguises himself to procure 
a last look at the object of his affections. 

'^ Aunt Barbara was alone on guard that night, so 
we ventured on a waltz — the * last ; ' and the old 
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sir, ' The Blae Danube/ to which we danced, will 
always be remembered affectionately, I think, by both 
of us. When this was over, I took Izzy outside, to 
lean over the terrace and listen to my fareweU under 
the moonlight. 

*' How hard the task to say good-bye hopefully, to 
go out into the world leaving that rare thing, a loving 
heart, behind you, we were not the first by many to find 
out. Poor little woman ! I see her now as she clung 
convulsively to my arm while we leant on the parapet. 
She looked prettier than ever in the white sheen of 
moonlight, that formed a broad glittering pathway 
over the tremulous waves, suggesting to our minds any- 
thing rather than ideas of separation. We fancied 
it to represent a broad and pleasant track of life laid 
out for us to follow hand-in- hand, and our love seemed 
to lure us on towards its brightness, to the calm and 
happy night-clad world with which so jarred the glare 
of the gas-lit rooms behind us, the hum of voices, 
sounds of inane laughter, and, as it appeared to as 
then, the heartless revelry. Don't laugh, old man 
— I know that I*m talking bosh ; but hang it, one is 
but flesh and blood after all. 

*' Well, somehow it happened, that in place of 
saying the * good-bye * for which I had primed 
myself, I found that quite other words forced them- 
selves to my lips. I don't know how I put the 
idea that we should go off together ; but it ended in 
our both coming to the conclusion that it would be 
the most natural thing in the world if we started 
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away at once on board the Bacchante, and for her 
to drop us at the nearest French port or any 
place where a parson could be found. After that, 
the Deluge ! The gOYemor might rave, the world 
blame, aunt Barbara have indigestion and night- 
mare. What did anything matter to us at that 
moment, with the glittering water before us and the 
morning tide coming in that, aided by a gentle 
breeze fanning our heated faces, would carry us away 
up the bright pathway, to be joined for ever ? It 
was done ! 

*' Leaving Izzy's chaperone to find out as best she 
could that her pretty little charge was flown, we went 
down to the landing-steps, where the Bacchante's gig 
was waiting, and were soon pulled on board. 

'^ The skipper's astonishment on receiving us at the 
gangway, at finding me accompanied by a young lady 
in a blue ball-dress, tastefully trimmed with scarlet 
flowers, would have made a study for an artist. 
But no British seaman on the boards of a transpontine 
theatre ever showed greater readiness to assist a 
'female in distress;' and, as I had anticipated, his 
wife's wardrobe was placed at our disposal. The 
Mrs. Skipper (a jolly little Maltese, going out 
to see her friends and escape an English winter) was 
only too delighted to have such a piece of luck as a 
runaway match to talk over for the rest of her life. 
Our anchor was hauled up at once, and we dropped 
quietly away. The music was still playing, the 
dancers were still hard at work at the club-house. 
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We sat on deck watching the lights from the 
ball-room reflected in the water, and when, as we 
glided away, these gradually disappeared, oar atten- 
tion was taken up by the moonUght, till it was in 
its turn dispersed by sunrise. 

*^ Luckily Isolda is just a wee bit strong-minded, so 
there was very little of the tear-drying process called 
for : having made up her mind, she was determined 
to carry the thing through in first-rate style. We 
were well down the Channel before either of us 
thought of turning in for a sleep. When I came 
again on deck towards noon, the skipper was looking 
through his glass, and with the air of authority which 
his knowledge of every yacht afloat gave him said, 
as he offered me the telescope, that from the cut of her 
rig he thought a sail coming down on our track looked 
like the schooner yacht Weasel, owner Mr. Brownie. 

*^ I considered it better to tell him that if such 
proved to be the case, there was nothing could be 
less satisfactory than that she should come up vnth 
us : and an exciting race set in. The wind was fair 
all the way down Channel, and until we were past 
Ushant; but as we got into the Bay it gradually 
headed us; and then the real fight began. The 
Weasel was perhaps the faster vessel ; but the Bac- 
chante sailed half a point nearer the wind, so we 
evidently gained something on each tack. The skipper 
was wild with excitement. He had won several 
cups for his owner, and was determined not to be 
beaten now. 
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" The winds were so light and the yachts such even 
sailers, that if we lost sight by chance of our pur- 
suers during the nights — which by-the-by were as 
clear as day — and flattered ourselves that we were 
free of them, so sure were we when morning came to 
see the Weasel's sails somewhere in the offing. At 
times a puff of wind would bring her within signalling 
distance, when all sorts of choleric sentences would 
be run up, demanding oui* instant surrender, but hold- 
ing out no hopes of mercy. 

" Our poor skipper had a wretched time of sleep- 
lessness to save us being overhauled. The race 
became one of absorbing interest, but at last we lost 
sight of the other schooner somewhere about the 
latitude of Lisbon, and we hope that she is with 
her head towards home at this present moment. 

" The captain expected further instructions to meet 
him here, or we should not have put in at any place 
before making Malta. This is, however, just as safe, 
and please God our marriage will come o£f in a day or 
two, when you must, if you don't mind, old fellow, 
come to the front and be my ' best man.' We landed 
here yesterday, having been seven days out from 
Cowes, just in time to save the quarantine. And now 
that you know everything, you can give me a brandy- 
and-soda, if you like, to clear my throat after this 
long yam." 

Needless to say that I give with the iced beverage 
my best congratulations and o£fer8 of becoming an 
accomplice to any extent in which my services in for- 
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warding the conspiracy can be made available. It is 
settled, that as soon as the guards march home in the 
morning, I am — after having made myself presentable 
— to be introduced to the heroine of his romance, who 
is staying with a school-friend of hers, wife of an 
officer on the Bock, from whose house she is to 
be married. I rejoin the still gossiping group beneath 
the bellasombras tree, feeling ten years younger for 
the novel incident which has occurred to vary the 
monotony of twenty-four hours* seclusion. 

Even the dinner when it arrives, brought fit>m a 
mess-kitchen some two miles distant, appears not 
quite disgusting, and Lieutenant Mildair's complaints 
about the coagulated abominations appear almost un- 
called for — presenting, in fact, the sign of an unjusti- 
fiably discontented spirit. 

The long night-walk of sentry-visiting, round by 
the East Beach and "Devil's Tower," is anticipated 
as being devoid of its usual sense of discomfort. I feel 
in such luck, that I almost hope to meet during the 
promenade the much-talked-about ghost of a cele- 
brated one-eyed dog of smuggling notoriety that 
is said to haunt the sand^plain. In the days when 
smuggling was a more profitable spec than it is at 
present, he used, the legend says, in command of 
other contrabandista curs laden with valuable burdens, 
to run the blockade of both English and Spanish 
sentries with marvellous dexterity, until a fatal shot 
at last laid him low. 

And now to confess an infraction of military laws 
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committed while going that round of sentries, which, 
had it been discovered, must have entailed sentence 
of being taken up to the signal station on the Bock's 
highest peak to be blown from the mouth of one of its 
guns, or at the least a life-long imprisonment among 
the stalactites of St. Michael's Caye, whose intricate 
windings are said to sink down far below the sea level. 

Preceded by an attendant corporal, I come to a 
sentry-box on the sea-beach without any sign of a 
sentry visible near it. On looking round, we see 
through the night gloom the figure of a scarlet clad 
warrior lying on the broad of his back, with a rifle 
clasped in his folded arms, as the Crusader that is 
carved on an ancient tomb clasps his " good sword.*' 
He is sleeping as placidly as though placed there for 
the purpose. Of course our hair stands on end with 
horror — especially the corporal's. That trusty non- 
commissioned officer is despatched in hot haste for a 
file of men from the nearest Guard, with a view to 
make the slumberer's awaking as unpleasant to him as 
possible. These, my myrmidons, are to hurry him to 
the first available place of confinement, where he 
will have the cheerful anticipation of a court-martial 
in a day or two. 

Alone in the starlight I remain, looking at this 
unhappy victim, and thinking what a jolly mess the 
poor beggar is in. It is difficult to be angry with any 
one who is sleeping. Sleep gives a look so good and 
calm to the face, one that seems so far removed from 
of all the petty annoyances this cruel world can inflict. 
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Touching the delinquent lightly with my foot, I pre- 
pare for a little scene of the stem military commander 
refusing all appeals for pity, and relentlessly insisting 
on his '' pound of flesh.*' But the sleep is too sound 
to be thus easily disturbed. 

It is a very boyish face that I look down upon. 
Perhaps the lad is dreaming of scenes very different 
from these surrounding us, and of a happier episode 
than the one so rapidly preparing for him ; but I am 
of course far too angry for my mind to be influenced 
or my heart moved to pity by such sentimental possi- 
bilities, and sternly wait to hear the expected escort's 
approach. 

Alas, for poor fallible human nature ! The " steady 
double " of the heavy-footed soldiery sounds in the 
distance, when I all at once remember my own dreary 
day of imprisonment ; and the idea of the six months 
that sleeping sinner may have to expect proves too 
much for my martial zeal. Dropping the Napoleonic 
altitude of crossed arms and fierce frown, I give the 
lad a vicious kick, which causes him to spring from 
the ground all ready armed, as though one of the 
famed dragon's teeth had been dropped by Cadmus in 
the sand-plain near our Bock. As he is sober, I listen 
relentingly to his story, given in agitated tones of 
this being his first time on guard, of how the hot 
night has proved too much for him, etc. etc. When 
his comrades arrive — ^to my everlasting shame be it 
said — ^they receive the order to " double" back again 
by way of healthy exercise. Thus the " naughty boy," 
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as not aniisaal in real life, whatever moral stories 
for the young may say, gets off scot free. The corporal 
and the Captain of the Guard change places morally 
for the remainder of their night round. He seems to 
look down on his superior officer from a height of 
virtue the former erring warrior can never more hope 
to attain. 

Although anticipating a lifetime of remorse for 
this infraction of military discipline, I am, never- 
theless, dimly conscious that two hours of " sentry 
go *' must be a trial of the weak human vessel's en- 
durance beyond any that may be legitimately expected 
from it. Did any one ever remain waiting a couple of 
hours at the same spot — without even the mild comfort 
of a watch to refer to — for a sweetheart to come, or a 
train to start, without a strong inclination either to go 
mad or to go to sleep ? 

Only imagine a wretched being, in possession of all 
his faculties — though, perhaps, a little under-culti- 
vated — staring from a sentry-box for two weary hours 
on a wet day, or on a still, dark night, pacing 
monotonously for that time backwards and forwards 
on a narrow beat ! 

We see the same-looking sentinel always on the 
same post,, till we are apt to forget the unfortunate 
fact that he is liable to attacks of weariness, weak- 
ness, sourness, and ennui, and that he is composed of 
more plastic material than the stone walls and barred 
gate, whose grim shadow renders his tedious and 
irksome watch still more dreary. 




i 



866 SORTIES FROM *' GIB.'* 

m. 

Eably morning brings the anxiously looked-for reliefii 
to the various guards, and with them the harmless 
and pompous tomfoolery of mutual salutes — ^thus per- 
petuating that solemn mediseval etiquette, of which 
not a few traces still linger in the profession of arms. 

Our small ceremony of relieving guard well over, 
we march briskly and swaggeringly away, according 
to the wont of military processions generally, leaving 
our successors on the post as we leave our '' departed 
brother " in a still drearier tenement ; forgetting, as 
the band plays inspiriting melody and the sun shines 
on our uniforms, any chance of similar unenviable re- 
tirement awaiting ourselves at periods more or less 
remote. 

Over the drawbridge, where a mournful-looking 
ensign with his guard also salutes us — ^perchancey 
poor boy, the opportunity of a day's reflection 
on struggles to live beyond his means, and at the 
same time to appear cheerful, is not over welcome ; 
through the narrow " main street,'* ftdl of Moors, 
Jews, and every variety of picturesque infidel ; through 
the old gateway of Charles Y.'s time ; under the shade 
of the pepper-trees on the Alameda — guns and 
grave-stones lying hidden among the flowering shrubs ; 
past the ** ragged-staff guard ;" past the aloe-hedges 
of the "Lovers' Walk;" and up the steep ascent 
leading to our barracks on the top of Windmill Hill. 

We look down as indifferently over the beautiful 
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bird's-eye view, blue mountains bounding the still 
bluer waves, as do the convicts, who in working- 
parties there, each man with head bowed as though 
in sorrowful retrospection, are toiling at road*mending 
under the hot sunlight. Some of them are sus- 
pended like samphire gatherers on the face of a steep 
cliff, hewing out stone which others below are engaged 
in mincing for macadamising purposes. 

On arriving at the barrack-gate, Gussy is found 
restlessly pacing the flinty ground, to a placid sentry's 
mild wonder, and he walks beside me till the men 
are dismissed. Arrived at my quarters. I receive an 
excited latest edition of his enterprise. 

" Such a go ! The governor, old Brownie, has 
arrived. The Weasel anchored last night in the bay, 
within a stonethrow of the Bacchante, as luck would 
have it just too late for them to come on shore on account 
of the quarantine. They're at any rate safely disposed 
of for the next six days. I've been on the sea-wall 
watching the exasperated parent through a telescope. 
He was fuming up and down his deck to such an 
extent, that I expected every minute — he's such a 
determined old chap — that he'd jump overboard and 
swim on shore, in spite of sentries and custom-house 
ofl&cers, to frighten my pretty Izzy out of her wits and 
do me out of a jolly little wife. Aunt Barbara's there 
too, sitting looking over the bulwarks, a picture of 
resignation. Izzy is rather in a state of mind, and 
wants to go off in a shore-boat to them, the tempta- 
tion for a talk being too great for her womanly 
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endurance. She says she wants to make a last 
appeal, and all that sort of thing; and I want 
you to go with her, like a good man. K I went, 
the effect would he as tantalising to the old peoples* 
patience as if you were to flourish a cat by the tail 
before the lions at the Zoo just before their dinner- 
hour. I don't quite approve of the idea, as, you 
see, it would bo slightly a sell if they were to tiy 
the running-off dodge on me. So mind you keep 
both a sharp look-out and a safe distance from the 
Weasel." 

Anything for a change ; and I undertake the new 
responsibility of superintending the bride-elect's con- 
ference with her, in the eyes of the custom-house, 
infected family. 

After breakfast we ride down the hill, that I 
may call and be introduced to the young lady. I 
decide that my friend has the luck of the devil; 
for a nicer or prettier girl never ran away with a 
foiiunate lover. Good looks of quite a Southern 
character ; pale face ; nose just a little bit aquiline, 
without an approach to the offence of " beakiness ; " 
dark brown eyes, not round, but long, and inclined 
to close, in a pretty languishing way, — the sort of 
eyes which adapt themselves so readily to the expres- 
sion of every change of feeh'ng ; a rather pretty mouth, 
not perfect, but nothing to complain about; teeth 
rarely showing, but small and of good material ; and 
a quantity of almost ebony-black hair, growing low 
down on the forehead in points that make a series of 
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becoming angles from the parting to the ears — of 
course, the back hair adorning ladies old and young 
concerns the family bill-payer alone ; so I only say 
that in her case it cannot be worth less than eight 
guineas. 

Nice and unaffected, too — as far as it is possible to 
ascertain on a first visit — and giving you the idea she 
would be " good company " in a pilgrimage till death 
or divorce do you part, as she seemed to have ideas 
and the capability of expressing them. 

I have heard some harsh critics complain of a 
settled haughty expression of countenance as being 
peculiar to some of our countrywomen. From this 
Isolda Brownie is perfectly free. It is an expression 
which seems to say, according to these cavillers, '* I 
have been so perfectly brought up and so expensively 
educated, and my family is so highly connected, that 
if any one were to speak to me under any possible 
circumstances, say that even my dress is on fire, 
without a proper introduction, I should scream, fjEunt, 
or call out 'Police!* — perhaps all three." 

Woman-like, Isolda takes a much easier view of 
her delinquencies than does her male accomplice, and 
talks of their '' going off'' together as though she and 
Gussy were a brace of sky-rockets manufactured with 
that object. More occupied with consideration for 
her present dress arrangements than her future 
happiness, the young lady has already been do wn to 
the town on a shopping expedition, and mada^ 
ments for a temporary trousseau. 
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bought shoals of Moorish curiosities, a red Spanish 
mania and black-lace mantilla, and having taken 
lessons in the arrangement of the latter on her own 
little head and shoulders, is " dying " to be photo- 
graphed in it. She is a little bit curious as to 
what people will say of her escapade, and if it had 
been made generally known by getting into ** those 
horrid papers." 

Did any one ever know a young and pretty wo- 
man with a conscience ? Charming she may be in 
every sense, especially as a co-conspirator. So long 
as Everything goes weU, she is unapproachab? 
perfect : delighting in mischief, and showing such 
presence of mind in preventing its discovery, even 
when to a male mind that unfortunate result appears 
inevitable ; while she has generally the happy knack 
of looking as undesigning as a kitten, and the old 
unfailing last resource to fall back upon, of persuading 
that ** black is white." There is no buckler like that 
of beauty. 

But luncheon and talk bring on the time for busi- 
ness. Poor little Isolda's spirits get just a little 
damped as she begins to realize the idea that, 
less fortunate than Lord Ullen's daughter of the 
ballad, she has to confront not only the ''raging of 
the waves," but an angry father into the bargain. 

Miss Brownie is given the pick of her hospitable 
friend's wardrobe, and chooses a black silk gown, as if 
she were going to be photographed. She had hither- 
to been draped in some ** best clothes " belonging to 
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the friendly skipper's wife, which became her, as indeed 
anything else would, right well. 

O'Day procures an outside car for us. Having 
managed to get a glimpse of the young lady, he observes 
with reference to her, preluding the remark with his 
favourite expletive, "By this and by that," "K there's 
many faces like that same in Paradise, it'll be a 
bewtiful place intoirely, and too good, I'm thinking, 
for the likes of me — ^worse luck to that same." 

And so we three start down to the town at four 
o'clock in the afternoon, Gussy carrying an enormous 
telescope, through which he purposes to watch the 
important interview. 

During our drive the lovers go through the usual 
rehearsal preceding most occasions of interest or 
importance, when people make set speeches which 
they invariably forget. 

It strikes me that Master Gussy, who is to remain 
on shore and watch from afar the naval engagement, 
is particularly dashing in the line of conduct he 
advises. Isolda, who is preparing to close in and 
grapple with the enemy, is more timid, and arranges 
a sentimental summary of discourse, interspersed 
with quotations for the special mollification of aunt 
Barbara. 

Provided with a reserved seat for the performance, 
I can afford to withhold my criticism, and not pay 
much attention to the lovers as they ring the changes 
in search after startling effects. I placidly sit back 
smoking, and appreciating the advantage of being on 
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** the right side of the roster " with reference to 
duties ; thinking how pleasantly one's cigar bums in 
the calm atmosphere, and that other people's emotions 
have a slight tendency to bore one after luncheon, 
when perfect calm is needed for due performance of 
the miracle of food assimilation. I am not sure that 
a gallop to the convent in the cork wood might not 
have been more efficacious for the renewal of 
appetite required at 8 p.m., than this squiring 
of a "distressed damsel" who is "not fair for 
me," and has her own about-to-be legitimate pro- 
tector. 

A boat having been procured at the Landport, the 
young lady is once more formally made over to my pro- 
tecting wing, while her husband-elect carefully hands 
her into it down the slippery steps. I look proud of the 
confidential post, but feel that a beef-eater escorting 
the crown diamonds to their lock-up place would be 
of about as much use in insuring the safety of the 
Koh-i-noor against a well-concerted attack as I am 
seated there in the stem-sheets opposite to Miss 
Brownie. I cannot put my arm round her waist, as 
that simple act of sympathy, if witnessed through the 
telescope, might not be understood by my friend in 
its proper platonic light. I cannot offer my shoulder 
for the poor girl to cry upon, as that form of civility 
also, if accepted, would perhaps be open to objection. 
Impossible to add my (naturally, I believe, very 
great) flow of eloquence to hers in the coming 
interview, as it would obviously suggest to a justly 
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irritated parent that I am meddling with what in no 
way concerns me. 

The Weasel lies anchored some distance oat in 
the bay — evidently a relief, as fayourable to gaining 
time. Poor little woman growing nervous I have 
to bite my lips and cross my arms tightly, not 
to appear too demonstrative in the lenses of the 
telescope. Drawing near, we see on the schooner's 
deck a little white-haired irascible-looking old gentle- 
man, dressed in a serge suit and straw hat, who 
is pacing to and fro in an evident state of fretfulness. 
A fat elderly lady is reposing resignedly in a vast 
wicker chair near the tiller. Aunt Barbara, from what 
I can make out as we approach, is a sort of carica- 
ture of the heau id4al of female loveliness, as 
entertained by the last generation and represented in 
illustrations of the old '' Book of Beauty " or 
" Friendship's Offering,*' that still haunt top shelves 
of country-house libraries. She wears very long 
ringlets — fastened round the forehead with a velvet 
band — that when real, and the features they shade 
some forty years younger, doubtless did their full 
share of havoc amongst masculine hearts. Her very 
white teeth glitter like stalactites in a cavern ; her 
strongly-marked eyebrows of as jetty hue as the 
raven curls, and the crimson bloom on her cheeks, 
show that even in the certain hurried departure of this 
ancient maiden from her native land, toilet adjuncts 
have not been forgotten. Costume, of mauve serge, 
youthful and nautical, enclosing some twelve-stone 
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weight of well-fed humanity, miles of white braid 
forming intricate patterns over the broad space ; 
small straw hat, and tightly-gloyed hands wielding a 
monstrous smelling-bottle and a diminutive parasol. 
I notice that both the ladies about to engage 
prepare for action by shaking out their pocket-hand- 
kerchiefs, of which they then take a. tighter grasp, and 
next, seeing to the firm hold of the hair-pins in their 
coiffure by a series of nervous prods about the region 
of the back hair. 

Not wishing to be forced into joining those two un- 
sociable-looking elderly exiles for six days, and with the 
quarantine laws before my eyes, I warn our boatsmen 
to caution, and we disappoint the people on board the 
schooner, by dropping astern, and limiting our contact 
with them to holding on with a boat-hook to their 
rudder. They have clustered round the gangway in 
evident expectation that the rimaway has come oflF to 
rejoin her family. I go and sit in the bow, leaving 
my charge to carry on her appeal, and make her 
speech with as much privacy as is compatible with 
the limited space. 

A mist- cloud which heralds our colony's most dreaded 
enemy — a ** Levanter," is gathering ominously round 
the signal station on the highest of the peaks above ; 
but still the surroundings of scenery are more sug- 
gestive of peace and siestose -enjoyment than the 
discomfort of fighting out family feuds. The approach 
of sunset-time brings with it all the peaceful calm 
which can treacherously delude the seafarer in these 
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climes, even when cruel storms are at no great dis- 
tance. 

Every smallest detail on the shore stands oat in 
strong relief as the shadows hegin to lengthen on the 
approach of sunset. The red-coated sentinels that 
pace with flashing bayonets the many gun-batteries ; 
mast-like aloes, even their coronals of yellow blossom 
and brown seed-pods plainly discernible ; branches of 
date-trees curving dome-like above masses of less 
defined foliage ; glittering windows of closely-crowded 
houses, their walls painted yellow, pink, green, or 
white, in fanciful contrasts ; the fortifications of 
Bosia zigzagging picturesquely along the edge of pre- 
cipitous cliffs, showing here and there the varied 
outline of turrets and quaintly-shaped towers, all rich 
in colour and combined with a smiling sea that splashes 
at their base, make pleasant resting places for the eyes. 

Some regiment is ** marching past " on the espla- 
nade, and the air played by its band is wafted softly 
over the water. Shouts and laughter are heard from 
the shipping and the New Mole, that mingle with the 
lashing of the waves and form a gentle lullaby, in- 
creasing the effect of tranquil repose. 

Lying forward in the bows, I have plenty of time to 
notice all this, and to look down into the transparent 
depths of water ; but to the actors in our little passion- 
play an eclipse of the sun would be unimportant by 
comparison with the interest centred in their different 
roks. 

The scene opens with a pantomime attempt at con- 
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ciliation on the part of my distressed damsel. Kissing 
an enormous nosegay we have provided for the pnrpose, 
she throws it on hoard the yacht. Usually the bright 
hues of flowers are as stimulative of pleasnrahle 
sensations to the brain through the eye as food con- 
veyed through the mouth is to the physique generally ; 
but in this case their beauties are unheeded, and 
the bouquet is left lying on the deck. The first 
attack is made from the schooner. Mr. Brownie 
comes aft, hat in hand, thinking that he looks impres- 
sively calm and supercilious. With an effort at 
repressing his fury under a vein of satire which 
evidently does not agree with him — marline-spikes and 
carving-knives glaring from his small eyes — he says : 

" May I presume to ask if I have the honour of 
addressing my daughter, or merely Captain Gustavns 
Goring's wife — one relationship being, I need not say, 
totally incompatible with the other, save as regards a 
mere nominal form?" 

" 0, papa — papa darling ! how can you be so 
cruel? I'm afraid, dear, Vm in the painful predica- 
ment of occupying neither of those positions. From 
the way in which you talk to me— and I did hope 
better from you, dear — you evidently forget I am 
your daughter. And as for being Gussy's wife, I 
don't want to be that till you and dear aunty will be 
present at our wedding, and all be nice and pleasant 
as it used to be." 

" You forget, young madam," roars the voice 
" that you're an infant — yes, infant indeed — and 
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deserve to be treated as such. As for seeing yon 
married to that — that infamous suborner of babies, 
I'd sooner, far sooner, watch the fishes down there 
eating you ! Here are your aunt and I, who may 
be both cripples for life from what we've gone through, 
thanks to your scoundrel. Only help me to prove that 
he drugged you in furtherance of his vile scheme, as I 
know he must, and Til have the fellow hanged; 
you shall then be restored to us^ and never be twitted 
with what you have done, you bad undutiful, wicked, 
depraved girl !" 

'' 0, papa, how can you talk so cruelly ! And about 
Gussy too, who always speaks so affectionately of you^ 
as his friend here — ^let me introduce you — can bear 
witness. He is so kind, dear pip, and so clever 
— Oh ! I am so unhappy — and understands all about 
yachting, and the tides, and all sorts of clever things. 
To be sure, he has one fault — one that might be over- 
come with time. I always tell him that he thinks far 
too much about his dinner. Then he says when we 
are married, we must try and get a cook like Wilson 
at aunt Barbara's ; that is, if we can get the assistance 
of some one of experience in looking out for such a 
treasure ! I've heard aunty say that the waste in 
kitchens is so awful ! " 

" Misguided child ! " (Here enters on the scene 
aunt Barbara, appearing to be for once unpropitiated 
by this allusion to her favourite art ; while the enraged 
parent takes some hasty turns on deck, pulling at the 
lobes of his ears: this is evidently one of his harmless 
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peculiarities when excited.) " Poor snared bird ! Come 
back to your home ; our bark and your dear father's 
arms await you. To be sure, there isn't very much to 
eat on board ; but better a dinner of herbs, or rather 
that horrid preserved meat — which is worse, than the 
feeling that you are a disobedient child." 

" Come on board this moment, Isolda ; every instant 
of delay thrusts you farther from my affections ! " 
roars the governor. 

** Don't, darling pip — don't ask me ; how can 1 2 
Don't you see how wicked it would be, now that I*m 
so promised to poor Gussy, if I were to leave him ? 
Having been brought up by you, dear, with such 
veneration for the sanctity of a promise ^" 

" Isolda, I command " 

" My niece, I entreat " 

*' dear, dear ! My heart will break, I know ! 
But, dears, it's quite — quite impossible." Here the 
young lady waves her handkerchief, distractedly clasps 
her hands, pulls at her back hair, and finally bursts 
into tears. 

** Never did I anticipate, when ordering my maroon 
satin with the green ruches for that Cowes ball," con- 
tinues the inflexible aunt Barbara pathetically, " how 
my tears would completely spoil a whole breadth of 
the upper tunic — tears shed on your account, you cruel 
girl. And only to think that we should never have 
known to this day what had become of you, but that 
providentially one of your dear papa's crew chanced to 
be at the landing-place when you stole on board that 
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horrid Bacchante. I could not touch a single mouth- 
fol of supper on that terrible night — ^which was very 
sad, as the refreshments at the club-house, I hear, 
were a great improvement on last year — and my maid 
had to read nearly the whole of ' Colonel B. on Whist* 
to me before I succeeded in getting a wink of sleep. 
And goodness only knows what hour in the morning 
I was roused up to go on board and follow you, you 
bad, bad child ! And to think we might have missed 
you after all ; but that our supplies having run short, 
your papa decided he would put in here as the 
nearest approach to an English port.*' 

After this a broadside of paternal bombshells fell 
around us in the way of reproaches, oaths, and wild 
schemes for vengeance, as thickly as sparks &om a 
catherine-wheel. 

" Isolda, Isolda — once the niece of my predilection, 
as your early developed talent for cookery and appre- 
ciation of the beautiful fully justified — am I to entreat 
in vain ? Alas ! ' time turns the old days to derision ;' 
behold to what you have reduced us ! Will nothing 
move you, stem, unbending child ? " 

" How you ever, ever, ever can bring yourself, aunty 
dear, to talk to me in that dreadful way, is more than 
I can understand. I did think you had some feeling, 
and loved me a little bit," sobbed the poor afiiicted 
damsel ; but the elder lady continued unrelentingly : 

" Here is your poor suflFering papa, who has done 
nothing but fuss and worrit ever since we sailed out 
of Cowes, like a — ^poor old darling as he is ; and here 
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am 7, with nothing to eat but some supplies of 
boiled mutton in tins ; an old log-book^ and the Law 
of Storms, belonging to the captain, my sole in- 
tellectual solace. ' My heart is wasted with my 
woe/ and so I am sure is your papa's. Do you wish, 
Isolda Brownie, to bring his gi*ey hairs and my famished 
mind and body to a still lower depth ?" 

After much shaking of the sham curls, by way of 
adding additional pathos to this last remark, and 
looking pensively overboard at the blue depths, 
the lady continued with much pathos and use of her 
pocket-handkerchief, while her niece went on sobbing 
with different degrees of vehemence. 

" When that ' dark-browed sophist,' that wolf, 
insinuated himself with diabolical ingenuity into my 
drawing-room, 'with lips depressed as he were meek,' 
bewildering your poor young mind with his specious 
show of friendship, and lavishing his lovely presents 
with Mephistophilean art upon me, how little did 
I foresee this ruin of hopes, and, I might add, of 
health too — for never, never can I hope to overcome 
the effects of this terrible cruise — those visits and 
costly gifts would entail upon us ! Unhappy infant in 
the eyes of the law, reflect on the folly of marrying 
without a settlement. Pause while it is yet time ; 
remember the sufferings of earthly love's many 
martyrs; think of Faust and Marguerite, Ophelia, 
Alice or the Mysteries, Queen Guinevere, Medora, 
and a host of others. Think of the poor young lady. 
Miss MacFleet, who was next door to us when we 
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were living in Wimpole Street, and who ran off with 
a young man from Lewis and Allenby's^ and was 
divorced a year afterwards, and her baby died of 
small-pox. As for him — your tyrant that will be, 
poor slave that you are " 

"Now, look here, aunty dear," interrupts the younger 
lady, sinking some of her signs of woe, "you may 
say anything you like disparaging of me, for I deserve 
it ; but I can t hear one word said against my old pet. 
I know, of course, what a wicked girl I am ; but he is 
80 good and so kind ! Poor darling ; the way he used 
to sit reading aloud to me on the way out, by the 
hour together, trying his best to make me comfort- 
able, would have touched a heart of stone. In all the 
poetry or romance you ever read, aunt Barbara, there's 
no hero so good, and so brave, and so handsome, and 
with such an affectionate heart and such a lovely 
moustache as my own boy." The word "Bosh," 
shouted in stentorian tones by Mr. Brownie, was here 
wafted over the waters in parenthesis. 

" Alas, for human weakness ! Alas, for the deep 
well to be fallen through before truth is arrived at ! 
Look at me, feeble child ! Every one knows the 
chances I have had to marry with good settlements. 
Two eldest sons of peers, the heir-presumptive 
to a Nova- Scotia baronetcy, a wealthy stockbroker 
with millions, not to mention numberless others ; yet 
none of these prospects of hollow grandeur tempted 
me. As you have often heard me say, I vowed in 
my girlish days never to marry until I met the reali- 
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zation of my beau id^al of manly perfection. This was 
formed on a careful perusal of that most charming of 
novels, * Sir Charles Grandison.' I never fonnd any- 
one to cpme lip to it, so have lived as I proposed, de- 
voting myself to art and science, and fixing my affections 
on a more secure basis than heartless man. Take 
example, dear. Come on board, like a nice little 
duck: 'night sinks on the sea.' We'll soon run 
across to Tangiers, where these unnatural quarantine 
laws don't apply, and get something good for dinner, 
and have a nice long talk. Your papa will be just as 
atta<3hed to his little Izzy as ever, and perhaps may be 
good enough not to insist on your marrying poor young 
Mr. Dove. You shall have everything I have to leave, 
when anything happens to poor aunt Barbara (tears 
and pocket-handkerchief); excepting the drawing-room 
furniture, which is very shabby, and which I promised 
twenty years ago to leave your aunt Mary, who 
married the curate of Shockleton. Your maid is 
here, and I've brought all your morning dresses, 
besides a box which arrived from the dressmaker's just 
as we were starting. The hollow world will never 
know anything about this afflicting business, and we 
shall be so happy, and — 0, ! gracious me ! your 
papa — he's —0, he's, I do believe, fainting away, or 
in a fit ! Quick !" 

These last exclamations, following a noise on board 
which certainly suggested the idea of some one having 

fallen heavily down the companion stairs, were calcu- 
lated to cause considerable apprehension of the calamity 
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they announced. Aunt Barbara rushed from the 
bulwarks, leaving her long speech unfinished. 

Miss Brownie looked very pale, and less resolute 
than before ; while I, as a calm spectator, saw that 
victory inclined to the side of the Weasel. My 
sjrmpathies were all with the owner of the telescope, 
but I felt more than ever that my own part in the 
drama must be limited to that of friendly neutrality. 
At this moment the yacht's gig was pushed round 
from her gangway by one of the crew, carrying away 
our boat-hook as it glided between ourselves and the 
Weasel's stem. A sailor stood in the bows, his 
arm extended towards my charge, who, without 
allowing herself a moment for reflection, rested one 
hand lightly on the man's shoulder, and sprang into 
his boat. 

Her dexterity on the occasion was of the high 
order which helpless woman sometimes finds where- 
with to overwhelm with astonishment the male 
animal — her supposed natural protector — by allowing 
him an insight into the amount of effort of which she 
is really capable when an impulse causes her to 
throw off the mask of dependence. Isolda Brownie 
was carried off rapidly, a prisoner of war, towards 
the gangway of the schooner, sobbing hysterically, 
and her face buried in the white pocket-handkerchief 
she had so bravely flourished when advancing into 
action. 
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IV. 

That ** words are quite inadequate to express our 
feelings," when called out by cases of emergency, 
is such a recognised form of expression that it can 
always be safely adhered to. All the same, I am not 
quite certain that words would not, if properly 
managed, be capable of much more than they are 
generally given credit for, even by shy speakers 
and inexperienced writers. Certainly no words that 
I can string together could reproduce the effect of 
my sensations on seeing the barrier of blue water, 
and still more insurmountable gulf of quarantine 
laws, placed between me and the errant damsel 
whom I had undertaken to see safe through her 
difficult interview, and return to the hands of her 
intended, who had intrusted her to my care. If 
some distinguished member of the swell-mob fra- 
ternity could, re-enacting the feat of Colonel Blood, 
have left my before-quoted imaginary beef-eater 
mourning an appropriation of the crown diamonds, 
which he had been as powerless to prevent as he was 
helpless to avenge, his possible state of mind would 
be the nearest approach I can imagine to my own 
on that occasion. 

From the Weasel's deck Isolda, stopping a moment 
before going below, entreated that I would tell her 
darling (whose telescope must at that moment have 
been a source of iniSnite misery to him) that he would 
have to wait for her a little while longer ; but that 
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''nothing, nothing, nothing/' wonldor conld or should 
ever induce her to prove faithless to vows she con- 
sidered as sacred as if taken before the altar. She 
begged I would not lose a moment in hastening back 
to comfort my bereaved friend, and try to cheer him 
nnder the terrible blow. It was not invigorating to 
one's spirits thus to be told o£f for the post of confidant, 
and to play the part of a ministering angel to a man 
in love ; but feebly endeavouring to look intelligent 
and equal to the trying occasion, I steered for 
shore. The young lady, after wildly waving her 
handkerchief in every direction whence the telescope 
was most likely to be pointed, disappeared, sup- 
ported by the encircling arm of aunt Barbara, who had 
come weeping on deck to receive her. 

I shall never forget po^ Goring's face, as I saw him 
wildly tearing and raving on his way down Main Street 
to meet me. The face of a soldier just taken down from 
the triangles, in the days when flogging was Sanctioned 
as an encouragement to the army; that of a lord mayor 
being told to '^ go to the devil " by an unmannerly 
prisoner who objects to his sentence of temporary 
retirement on prison diet ; or of the sole survivor 
from a raUway accident, might perhaps feebly suggest 
in their expression some approach to the look of 
mingled pain, astonishment, and stupefaction show- 
ing in his. He had seen everything through the 
telescope, and he told me he was on his way to beard 
the owner of the Weasel on his own quarter-deck, and 
give ** a bit of his mind " to the conscienceless old 
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man, who had so far presumed as to work on a 
daughter's filial feelings, and through them to com- 
pass her abduction from an affianced husband. While 
dilating on the incident he took so high a ground, that 
by the time we had returned to the Landport and again 
got a boat, I had become lazily convinced that my 
friend was the aggrieved party, and Mr. Brownie a 
wicked old privateer, lost to all sense of right or wrong. 

As rounding the Old Mole we looked out for the 
schooner to steer upon, we discovered with dismay that 
her anchorage was vacant. When we at last made 
her out, she was gliding from the bay, every sail set 
and with her nose pointing westward. Pursuit being 
utterly hopeless, there was nothing for it but to get 
on shore again, and indulge in more abuse of the 
unnatural parent, who had won the odd trick by so 
cruelly trumping the queen that we had played, it 
must be confessed, rather recklessly. 

Of course we drove, still armed with the telescope, 
down to Europa Point, as thence we could watch 
the yacht, however helplessly, as she made her outward 
bearing course. When the white speck was lost on 
the horizon, and not till then, I got Gussy to remember 
that some hollow ceremonies of every-day life — such as 
dinner and dressing for the same — had still to be gone 
through. 

On reaching Windmill Hill we found the first mess 
bugle had sounded some time. My intelligent vassal 
0*Day having got Gussy's traps up from the hotel, and 
his dressing things laid out, we managed to be 
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in time for sonp, which, with its accompanying 
glass of sherry, had heen well-earned by a day of such 
unusual excitement and exertion. I had unselfishly per- 
suaded my friend to come and live in barracks, so that 
he might be within reach of my cheering influence. 
He was determined that his stay at Gibraltar 
should extend till such time as intelligence could be 
received of the Weasel's whereabouts, and of his 
lady-love's plans for a future meeting. 

Had we possessed even a Bismarckian amount of 
diplomacy, it would have been insufficient to hide 
from a small colony like that of "Gib" — always 
on the look-out for storms in its puddle — that 
some social rules were being infringed under its 
very eyes. This knowledge that an exiled Briton's 
legitimate right to collect the sweet honey of gossip 
was being tampered with made itself very evident. 
A conversation, the loud tones of which we had over- 
heard before opening the door, was brought to a 
sudden close as we entered the mess-room. The 
eyes of a white-looking young subaltern seemed in 
danger of starting out and dropping into his soup-plate, 
so well did he improve the occasion by taking a good 
stare at my guest. Soon, however, there set in the 
usual talk of soldiers at food, every one adding his 
mite to the treasury of local gossip. 

That remarkable sham^ a military '' mess" dinner 
(at times so pleasant, but often a mere caricature 
both of comfort and cookery), is dreary enough as 
a continuance, but replete with humorous elements 
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if taken by small instalments. It is very cheering to 
observe the owners of youthfdl appetites, fresh from 
the delights of cookery as it is understood at schools 
and in most middle-class circles, putting on a sham air 
oihlasS connoissenrship. Ensign Podkins criticises the 
entries with an acmnen scarcely to be expected from 
one of those ten young Podkinses we know it was a 
struggle to feed in the quiet country parsonage, from 
whose walls that young officer joined his regiment 
direct. 

The sham air of worldly experience and knowledge 
of " life '* in large cities, with which grey-haired 
Major O'Horker seeks to disguise the experience of a 
lifetime spent in out-of-the-way '^ quarters " for troops 
— ^from Aden to Aldemey — ^is also interesting, but a 
little suggestive of how a long course of soldiering may 
sometimes be a slightly brain-softening process. Then 
there is the inevitable " chaflfy " man, whom we will call 
Captain Duffer. In a loud tone of voice he commences 
a dialogue from one end of the long table with another 
officer at the other end, the point of which seems to 
consist in a mutual blackening of character with 
reference to dark dealings where the fair sex is 
concerned. 

"Ah, I saw you, sly dog — ^thought no one was 
there to split, eh ? What about that girl in the yellow 
shawl and red bonnet I saw you sneaking about after 
down in the town ? " 

Here the warrior thus addressed will put on a look 
of Mephistophilean guile, mingling oddly enough widi 
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his often girlish bloalies, and seek to aet np to the 
part of demoniacal wickedness assigned to him, how- 
ever conscious that no damsel thus gaily-dressed 
attracted even his passing notice in his harmless 
afternoon's ** constitutional." He knows it is proper 
to look the debauchee as well as his honest face will 
admit of, and then taunt the ^'chafiy" captain in 
return on his own supposititious yiUanies. 

I am disposed to think there is more goody-goody 
goodness among those military Don Juans than 
among many dark -coated and Scripture -quoting 
gentlemen of civilian life, who point at them the 
finger of virtuous scorn. After some experience in 
life's pathways, we end by suspecting those very quiet- 
going people who profess to find the keeping of tame 
doves sufficient for happiness, and mild forms of tea 
drinking sufficient to meet all their requirements for 
social exhilaration. 

I fell asleep after dinner over a newspaper ; and on 
waking up at about twelve o'clock, feeling a little 
ashamed at having left my friend for so long alone in 
his misery, I wandered in search, and found him in the 
billiard-room, deep in a game of pool, having taken 
several '' lives," and cheerful accordingly. A bottle 
of champagne and winning a game of biUiards are not 
bad solace " when the heart of a man is oppressed 
with care." Poor Izzy might be sea-sick on board the 
yacht, or listening to paternal jobations, or having a 
good cry alone on deck in the moonlight. Satisfied 
that there was no danger of her lover losing his night's 
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rest, glad to find that he bore his loss so lightly, 
I retired " to the solitude " of my barrack-room, 
not so much alarmed at the position of confidant that 
Miss Brownie had let me in for. 

Next morning, as usual to manly nature, poor 
Gussy was more " down on his luck," and conse- 
quently a little heavy on hand ; but there were the 
'' lions " of the Bock to be done, with the anticipation 
of a picnic to the cork wood ; so time passed on not 
unpleasantly. He soon became a popular character 
among my brother-officers, and as his history was 
gradually made known, rather a hero. 

After a week or so, no letter arriving, my friend 
began to display signs of uneasiness. He was a 
little bored by our slow life, and railed hard against 
fate, luck, and everything but his own management, 
as people generally do under circumstances of failure. 
Poor little Isolda too came in for some blame, 
although he really and sincerely loved her, as she 
well deserved. But we men are rarely otherwise 
than petulant under mental or physical ailments, 
being given to talk with injustice on those occa- 
sions, trusting to the allowances usually made for 
invalids that our impatience may be overlooked. 

I did my best to listen patiently, and, when called 
upon for an opinion as to the probable issue of events, 
to give it favourably. 

Gus Goring belonged to that numerous class to 
whom sympathy, or at least companionship, is 
absolutely indispensable. Solitude was galling to 
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him, and as hard to bear as physical pain might be. 
At times that deserted lover would take O'Day into 
his confidence in default of other society; and the 
worthy servant, who was of course well posted in 
our romance in real life, became one of my Mend's 
trusty allies. I chanced to hear one of the con- 
versations carried on between those two, in the 
verandah which runs round the front of the officers' 
quarters at Windmill Hill. 

'' Bedad, and it's a bad business intoirely to see a 
foine gintleman like yer honour's self watching the 
say waves, and wanting them to bring back the 
loight if yer eyes to yez. Ah, wurra, wurra ! Bad 
cess to the black-hearted guffaws as whadled her into 
their ship out of the bit of a boat." 

" Well, you see, O'Day, there's no help for it — ^is 
there ? It may all come right in the long run too — 
mayn't it ? That's the way, you know, to look at the 
matter; " and Gussy heaved a prolonged sigh. 

" It's all very well for foine gintlemen as can sit 
and enjoy their sorrows properly, smoking the best of 
baccy all the while. Grieving's a pleasure to them. 
It's better for a man to be a crow firightener at 
eighteenpence a week than a poor soldier — ^let alone a 
officer's sarvint. Divil a drunk could I get even at 
that woman's wake, and only that I'm a soldier I 
wadn't been sober yet. But there — no good being 
down-hearted — we may both of us get a good turn yet 
in spite of all. There's as good in the say as iver a 
Dawblin Bay boy pulled out av it." 
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''Bat look here, O'Day, what if yon fancy one 
particular fish that yon know to be in the sea, and 
can't catch it — what then ?" 

" Why you must be cute, like Comey Booney*8 pig, 
yer honour. Did you niver hear of him ? No ? 
Well, he wor that 'cute that he allers bolted from the 
kitchen a wake afore iyry quarther day for fear he'd 
be made into bacon to pay the rint. It's the next 
most scrumpageous looking bit of a girl handy yer 
honor had ought to be afther. Put the come-ither 
on her, and when she's so she can't say her sowl's 
her own, see if her bad luck don't bring the raal beauty 
back to put her nose out of jint." 

" I don't think much of the propriety of your 
advice, Mr. O'Day — ^you ought to be ashamed of 
yourself — ^besides there is no one ' handy ' as you 
call it. I suppose that's the disgraceful way you 
would go on under similar circumstances." 

'' By this and by that, and wheniver was there an 
O'Day as didn't know how to manage the purty 
craythurs ? The gurls, Gaptin jewil, is like erame. 
Thir's thim as wid the laste proper batin' and coax- 
ing '11 make the best of iligant buther out of it, and 
thi/s more as might slave thir heart's sowl away and 
git nothing from it worth a bad man's blessing." 

In spite of the philosophy contained in my servant's 
eloquent remarks, his disciple began to show signs of 
longing to get away from the Bock. Whenever a 
steamer was starting for any port the Weasel was 
likely to have made for, he had almost to be detained 
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by force. He became captions, fretfdl, even lost his 
appetite — played his usually good game of billiards 
with diminished skill, and displayed other of the more 
alarming symptoms of love fever. 

At last, however, the dark cloud began to make 
some show of its proverbial silver lining. 

At an unearthly hour, as I was dressing one 
morning for another twenty-four hours on guard, and 
lamenting my lot in that duties came round so quickly, 
Gnssy, in a state of much dishabille, rushed fran- 
tically into my room waving a letter. He was hur- 
raing so vociferously that my dog was taken with an 
hysterical barking fit from the violent shock thus 
conveyed to his nervous system. 

Here is the letter : — 

" Yacht Weasel, Lisbon. 
"DablinoOld Boy, — Come quickly. After much 
enfreaty, and my having nearly cried my eyes out, 
Pip has given in. Neither he nor aunty will dis- 
inherit us (I believe we may even have the drawing- 
room frimiture). What is better, we may be married 
and ' done for,' as you call it, whenever we like. 
Don't be too sure that now I shall not change my 
mind ; and serve you right, you silly old dear, for 
letting me go. However, come and see ; perhaps I 
may give you another chance. — ^Ever your own fond 

"IZZY. 



*' P.S. — They say it's all on account of that dear 
quarantine^ and that after our running about *^ Gib.** 
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together so diagracefully (delightfully?) we mtist get 
married, or Mrs. Grundy will be shocked. 

"P.P.S.— Pip wasn't ill a bit; he had only 
tumbled down stairs, poor dear. It was all aunt/s 
cunning to get me on board. 

" P.P.P.S. She's to have the maroon satin done 
up and trimmed with white for our wedding." 

Of course nothing could be more satisfactory, and I 
was very glad ; but as I marched down the hill at the 
head of my "plump" of rifles, leaving my lucky 
friend hastening his packing to catch the steamer for 
Cadiz, whence he would again embark for Lisbon, I 
am afraid I did not feel so happy as a confidant to 
successful love ought to be. 

Is it that as poor human nature finds something 
not unpleasing in the misfortunes of friends, it also 
does not hail their successes with the proper amount 
of ecstasy? I don't attempt to justify, and merely 
state the disgraceful fact, that I was not so placid as 
usual that morning in my demeanour towards sentries 
and sergeants. I hope, however, that by the time 
Gussy came up to the main guard for a final stirrup- 
cup, the slight touch of envy had passed away, and 
my congratulations attained the true ring of sincerity. 

"Good-bye, old man," he said, heartily squeezing 
both my hands. '* You have acted like a brick. Re- 
member in your own troubles, that it*s an ill wind 
which blows nobody any good. If it hadn't been for 
croup or scarlatina at Southampton or somewhere, and 
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John Spaniard's bright idea of putting you all in 
quarantine at ''Gib/' I should not have been as happy 
as I am now, nor Izzy have been won by a fluke.** 

An outside car was waiting under the pepper-trees 
in the square, and he disappeared on it with much 
hand-waving, looking as happy as a " sandboy " — that 
fortunate and mysterious being, of whom happiness 
appears by tradition to have ever been the normal 
condition. 

That night O'Day got so excessively screwed, 
that, contrary to custom, his well-seasoned brain was 
unable to control the suppressed tokens of the over- 
dose. Even on the following morning when he made 
his appearance, he was still so palpably under the effect 
of alcoholic influence, that I felt called upon to offer 
a remonstrance. 

" O'Day, you've been drinking!" I observed, with 
a look of virtuous reproof suited to the occasion. 

" Yesh, shir — hard," replied that faithful domestic 
with military brevity. " Health, shir, Capt'n, Mishus 
Goring." 

I was silenced. 



'■•IL. 



6ITAN0 BLOOD. 



Bailwats have steamed Spam's festivals away, or at 
any rate that portion which once rendered them of 
such interest in the eyes of foreigners. Pilgrimages 
are still made to celebrated shrines ; fairs are still 
held in ancient cities, but the pious and the business 
parts of these gatherings are no longer enlivened to 
outsiders by their former accompanying display of cha- 
racteristic national costume, light-hearted dancing, and 
easily-aroused laughter. The shroud of sameness has 
spread South beyond the Pyrenees, and is gradually 
settling with its heavy chill on sunny, aloe-dotted 
and olive-bearing mountains, as firmly as over our 
foggy London brick-girt squares and tall-chimneyed 
seaport towns. 

At the fair of Murcia city, it struck me more than 
at any other, even than that of Seville, that the new 
element of civilisation, as some would call it, showed 
the least inimically, and I wandered about among 
the gaily coloured crowds diligently in search of the 
picturesque. 

I was staying at an hotel kept by an old Frenchman 
who had passed the greater part of his life in the 
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Province, or rather ** Kingdom " of Morcia, had 
married a Morciana, and forgotten eyerything ahont 
his France, beyond the idea which is peculiar to most 
of his compatriots, that their country is still, and ever 
mast be, the dominant one of Europe. 

A cheerful commis^oyageur from Marseilles, whose 
worldly knowledge was as varied as were his wares, 
proved a great acquisition, as he kindly offered, daring 
the table (Vhdte dinner, to place his experience at my 
service to assist in lionising the '' fun of the fair." 
He patronised me immensely, and having ended by 
selling me a gilt watch chain and a bottle of eau de 
Cologne, as '* great bargains," I fancy the advantage 
of our meeting was mutual. 

The gipsies, forming by far the greater part of the 
holiday throng, were my chief study. Their chulanos, 
or horse copers, appeared to be many degrees more 
" cute " than the natives of the soil, whom they were 
'' sticking "' in all directions, so that on the departure 
of the wandering tribes, Murcia must have perfectly 
swarmed with damaged horse and mule flesh. Their 
womenkind, sitting in crowds about the Plazas and 
narrow streets, making bunuelos, a species of greasy 
fritter, at alfresco furnaces, were so fat and jolly, and 
their confection so popular, that I almost persuaded 
myself to try their culinary delicacy. On close 
inspection, however, it proved that a trifle too much 
dirt was included in the recipe for its preparation, and 
was also cultivated about the swarthy cooks' persons 
with a too evident amount of care for my prqudioed 
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mind to carry out its bold idea. One of them wlio 
relied on her powers of prophecy for emoloment, told 
me off for a ** Fortune," which, if ever realized, wiU 
throw the luck of Aladdin into the far shadow, and make 
the greatest Mormon household appear numerically 
small compared with the chaste selection of houris 
that will grace my splendid home. 

This lady seemed so much in earnest, I could 
almost have taken her remarks au s^rieux, but that, 
like the rest, she was dirty beyond the possibility of 
belief. The professions of cookery and sorcery are 
those of all others where externals require some 
cultivation to inspire confidence. To see lively fleas 
enjoying the sunshine while they sported about dingy 
bosoms, marred several fine " effects." 

There are gitanos to be found at Murcia, in a 
quarter of their own, who live there all the year 
round. They seem to have sunk, contrary to all laws 
of caste, their proper predatory habits, and relinquished 
the '' greenwood tree " and rocks of the sierras for 
filthy hovels, nearer the pig-sty, as regards style of 
architecture and general unpleasantness, than any 
other human abodes that I have been brought into 
contact with in the course of my own migratory 
career. Hordes of the more wandering families 
were constantly arriving, colourless with dust &om 
the road, but with as jolly a look and springy 
step as though the word fatigue were not known 
to Bommany dictionaries, if such exist. Each group 
seemed to contain three generations of the gipsy 
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race, together with a mole and a dog. A stalwart 
young man was generally seated above the baggage 
piled on the split-eared mole ; a patriarchal looking 
old man and woman walked on either side ; a young 
woman, in most cases carrying an infant, lagged a 
little in rear ; and skirmishing round the party were 
children carrying lighter articles of the penates — such 
as gridirons and small bundles — adapted to their 
powers ; while the mongrel-bred cur dog, who looked 
as knowing in wickedness as any of the party, followed 
closely behind. 

On entering the city all these were quickly absorbed 
among the alleys and mud hovels, being greeted on 
arrival with an enthusiasm that quite made up for any 
deficiencies in the accommodation that could be 
oflfered to new comers. 

They all settled down contentedly to picnic in the 
mud, within shouting distance of their friends' un- 
pretending hovels ; the mules wandering off together 
to compare notes and sore backs, as they meanwhile 
picked up any stray cabbage-stalks to be found 
among the rubbish heaps. These quadrupeds ap- 
peared to be quite as gregariously and nefariously 
disposed as their owners have the general reputation 
of being, and wore an expression of countenance 
which betrayed them at once as belonging to the 
" dangerous classes." Many had their coats clipped 
in artful patterns, suggesting disguises intended to 
baffle recognition on the part of former o\^iiers. 

In the evening my commis Mend suggested a 
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perambulation of the streets to see their elTect when 
iUuminated. Strolling leisurely down the river quays 
we found ourselves again in the Gitanaria, or gipsy 
quarter. Our attention was attracted by a crowd 
assembled near one of the small hovels there, whence 
issued sounds of wailing, and we hastened to see what 
was up, and enjoy the miseries of ourfellow-^^reatures. 

Though the word " stranger " is not a direct pass* 
port to civility in Spain, a small throng readily made 
way that we might enter the hut where the troubles 
existed, which with much stooping at the doorway we 
succeeded in doing. ''Es un duelo de gitanos" (a 
gipsy wake) somebody said as we passed in. 

The sight was very striking. On a mattress on the 
ground lay the corpse of a woman apparently of middle 
age. It was dressed out in gitana gala costume. The 
long black hair was carefully combed and spread out 
on an almost clean white pillow cover, the arms 
crossed composedly over the breast. At each side of 
this coquettishly laid out body there guttered a tallow 
candle with long unsnuflfed wick ; the grease trickling 
down the black bottle in which it was stuck, formed 
small coagulated heaps on the uneven mud floor- 
ing. I was particularly struck by the calm, smiling 
expression on the dead woman's face, and how the 
closing of the black gipsy eye (with its usual hard 
expression of reckless daring) could soften its character 
into a beautiful look of repose I had supposed quite 
incompatible with gipsy blood, even when it has 
ceased to circulate in its tenement of dark clay. 

2d2 ^ 
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The corpse alone represented the element of repose 
in that humble abode. A group of three or four 
women of the harridan type kneeling on the ground, 
were rocking their bodies backwards and forwards 
while giving utterance to the hideous howling which 
had drawn us to the spot. Every now and then they 
bent forward, beating their foreheads on the floor in an 
ecstasy of grief^ tearing their unkempt locks, and each 
trying to outvie the other in this show of affliction. 
A little girl there was evidently taking her first lesson 
in the science of sorrow viewed as one of the Fine 
Arts, and to judge from the admiring way in which 
her gaze was fixed on the movements of her seniors, 
together with her conscientious efiforts to render their 
reading of the part, she had a praiseworthy desire some 
day herself to excel in domestic drama. 

The males of the party were joining in the mourn- 
ful chorus ; but consoling themselves meanwhile with 
long draughts from jugs of strong- smelling spirits, they 
were in various stages of intoxication. A venerable- 
looking patriarch, venerable as far as white hair could 
make him so, was quite overcome by the mingled excite- 
ment and drink, while a small boy seated between his 
knees was amusing himself by examining the contents 
of the old gentleman's pockets as he also joined shrilly 
in the row. The conduct of both seemed to be con- 
sidered everything that was most right under the cir- 
cumstances. Hanging about the walls were clipping 
scissors, leathern gourds, twitches, one or two pictures 
from the '' Illustrated London News," and from strings 
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stretched across from comer to comer some wondrons 
assortments of attire, male and female, that clumsy 
attempts had been made to wash, though apparently 
without the assistance of soap. There was only one 
chair, and that was occupied by the old gentleman. A 
couple of dogs appeared to enjoy the excitement, and 
were mshing about in a state of wild delight, sniffing 
at the bed where the dead woman lay, tiding an 
interested inspection of the female mourners, and 
occasionally themselves indulging in a burst of elo- 
quence of their own as if in competition ; but if they 
thought their canine remarks were expressive of any- 
thing but exuberant joy they were terribly mistaken. 

There had evidently been some feasting going on 
to judge from the smeU of rancid oil and garlic, 
mixing with that of the ginevra. In such an establish- 
ment the unusual profusion of food was no doubt suffi- 
cient to account for the delight of the dogs, as was that 
of the drink for the exaggerated grief of their masters 
and mistresses. 

The spirit jugs were handed to us by the gipsies as 
we were asked, in a jargon composed of their own dialect 
and the Andalusian patens, to contribute according to 
our means to the celebration of the funeral rites of the 
departed lady, on whose virtues and accomplishments 
the old man dilated in a tipsy manner that drew 
forth fresh editions of the howls which our incursion 
had temporarily lulled. 

To my surprise the landlord of our hotel made his 
appearance on the scene^ his arrival causing quite a 
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sensation. The weeping and screams became more 
than oyer terrific, as though for some reason or other 
it was considered necessary that he should be im- 
pressed with the magnitude of the loss sustained by the 
gitano community in the death of one of their sisterhood. 
Much whispered conversation was carried on between 
Monsieur Barras and the mourners, with the patriarch in 
particular, who seemed to sober himself miraculously 
during the interview, as though recognising the neces- 
sity of pleasure being made subservient to business* 
I heard the chink of coin, for which a receipt was 
given by the old man making his ** mark " on a 
sheet of coarse paper that had been evidently prepared 
for the purpose. On our host leaving the house, we 
accompanied him, hoping to hear the history of his 
connection with the wild lot of the gitanaria. 

It was a reUef to get out again into the open 
air, though some time before our clothes became 
thoroughly deodorized from the efifects of the un- 
pleasantly saturated atmosphere we had left. The 
illumination had then become general among the stalls 
of the sweetmeat sellers, fritter friers, the sellers of 
mantas, fajas, and mild drinks ; but the stench, caused 
by clouds of smoke that arose from oil lamps, and 
from other sources, became after a time so overpower- 
ing that we soon beat a retreat to the hotel. The 
absence of olfactory nerves among Spaniards is, in my 
mind, one of their chief and most enviable character* 
istics — ^this par parenthese. 

It required little pressing to induce Monsieur Barras, 
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as we sat smoking and talking over the day's inci- 
dents, to become commanicative, and tell us the story 
of adventures in which he had become mixed up. He 
did it as follows : 

^' About thirty years since an English gentleman 
and his wife, who were travelling through Spain, 
stopped to change horses at a small town in the 
province of Estramadura. They arrived just as a 
tribe of gitanos were being turned oufc of the place 
with much ill-usage : an epidemic that had arisen 
among the population, was supposed to be due to 
their devilish arts. Some stones thrown from the 
crowd had inflicted severe wounds on one of the 
gipsy women, and the poor wretch lay dying on the 
church steps, with an infant child by her side, to 
whose cries superstitious hatred made every one turn 
an unpitying ear. 

" The travellers, who were humane people, vainly 
offered generous payment to any one who would be. kind 
to the infant, but no one venturing so much as to touch 
the poor thing, and the mother's death, which occurred 
during their stay, rendering its case utterly hopeless, 
they decided on taking charge of it themselves. So 
the carriage, as it proceeded on its way, contained, 
by the kindly caprice of your eccentric compatriots, 
an addition to their party in the way of a black-eyed 
and sallow-skumed gipsy girl child of scarcely a 
year old. The address of the travellers was lefb at 
the different^towns on their proposed line of route, in 
case of inquiries being made and a claim established 
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to the small object of their charity. No one appear- 
ing, the child remained to be mixed up, for good or 
evil, with the future life of its benefactors. 

" The party embarked for England at Cadiz, accom- 
panied by a Spanish servant, who had been engaged 
to look after their little foundling during the sea- 
voyage. On arrival in their own country, the small, 
dark-looking atom of life was taken to their country- 
house, to be brought up as the playmate and friend 
of their own children — a son and daughter, then 
six and five years of age. Naturally, the subject 
caused much talk in their neighbourhood, and the 
worthy people received more blame than praise for 
their charitable action, which transplanted into a 
country of rigid propriety, where all Bohemianism 
is at a discount, an offshoot of that evil brood from 
whom nothing good can ever be hoped. 

" The gossips grew quite excited in prophesying 
every variety of evil result, and then, as always 
happens, the circumstance was forgotten, or at any 
rate ceased to arouse any interest or attention. 

''Hilda, as they had the gitana girl christened, 
grew up not more remarkable for her good looks than 
for her peculiarities of character. Her beauty was 
almost angelic when her face reflected only feeUngs 
of pleasure and calm enjoyment, but became wild 
and wellnigh demoniacal during any of her easily- 
roused fits of anger or jealousy. The large black eyes 
could smile sweetly^ or bum with a fierce fire that 
alternately fascinated and startled her more placidly* 
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constituted Anglo-Saxon friends. In her earliest 
days, at the sounds of music, to dance seemed with 
her an absolute necessity^ and her limbs were so 
supple, her every movement characterized by such an 
untaught grace, her beautifully-modeUed form was so 
well balanced on her tiny feet, that nothing seemed 
an effort to her, and no amount of exercise to entail 
bodily fatigue. Her wild and restless actions were 
characterized by the same graceful eccentricity marking 
her every word and idea. On moonlight nights, when 
others were calmly sleeping, she would steal out into 
the gardens and wander about, dancing there on the 
smooth grass-plats with her own shadow ; or, climbing 
a high tree, she would sit rocking herself upon its 
branches while crooning improvised airs that sug- 
gested themselves, gay or sad, as her changeable 
nature prompted. 

''At times she was known to wander far away among 
some neighbouring hills till night time, charming the 
simple country folks with her songs and dances, though 
some fear was mingled with their admiration of the 
child's weird ways and quaint sayings, that were so 
utterly at variance with their own slow perceptions 
and stolid nature. 

'' Cleverness was as inherent to Hilda as her graceful 
movements, but any sort of task-work was abhorrent 
to her nature, and she revolted at and drove to 
despair every fresh master or mistress who sought to 
school her to the conventional grooves of civilised life. 
The most painful of her many peculiarities was the 
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shuddering dread she was nnable to control at all 
religious observances, which even her natural cunning 
could not enable her to disguise ; in short, a young 
hawk bred up in a dove's nest could not have been a 
more dangerous inmate to its fellows than the gipsy 
foundling proved in the quiet countiy-house of your 
amiable compatriots. 

** Mr. and Mrs. Andr^, as we will call them, began at 
last to discover how fatal an error they had committed 
in seeking to tame and domesticate one whose panther- 
like nature was unfitted for any home but the forest 
for which alone its instinct seemed to have been 
created,— that could only regard civilised humanity as 
its natural enemy. 

" Unhappily, this was all too late — the spell had been 
cast ! A strange fascination — against which reason 
revolted — seemed to emanate &om the beautiful 
gitana, a sort of mesmeric power overcoming any at- 
tempt at resistance. It was evident to every one who 
knew her well, that affection could take no hold on her 
nature ; but, in spite of this, she had the power to 
attract the affection of others, as though the secret of 
love-philters, in which her race have always professed 
to deal, had been in her possession. No one had 
succumbed so entirely to the general infatuation 
as the girl's early playmate, Edgar Andre, the only 
son of her protectors. He was five years her elder, 
and as handsome in his light-hued Saxon beauty as 
herself. In every way a greater contrast between 
(wo people in appearance and nature cannot be 
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imagined. His tall and powerfdl bnild seemed 
wellnigh gigantic when near her elf-like figure ; his 
disposition shy and reserved, appeared to find support 
in her bold self-possession and graceful ease of 
manner; his own rather doll ideas to burst into 
originality when inspired by her yivacity of thought 
and awakening sprightfulness. He was one of those 
men a mesmerist would select as most easy for 
subjection, while the dark strongly marked features 
and fixed unwavering look of Hilda, betrayed an 
indomitable amount of determined action which would 
retain its freedom to the end. 

''As both grew up it began to be an understood 
thing that, in spite of the general feeling as to the 
unfitness of the match, these two would be married. 
But maternal instinct at last prevailing over even the 
affection Mrs. Andre felt for her prot^g^e, showed her 
the danger to which her son's happiness would be ex- 
posed if placed in such keeping ; and she began to 
try, when too late — having failed to tame the girl's 
wild spirit to every-day rules — if opposition could for 
once be successful in keeping a man from the fulfil- 
ment of his desire, or a mother's love be taken into 
account when she implores her son to relinquish an 
unworthy passion. 

'' The parental resistance would doubtless not have 
been insurmountable, but that many small thefts 
having been perpetrated in the Andres' house, a 
woman-servant who was suspected succeeded in 
proving beyond a doubt that the disregard of rights of 
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property so inherent to gipsy blood had cropped up in 
its handsome representative at the Hall, and that 
the thief was Hilda, the possibly future mistress of the 
broad lands and noble establishment. 

" Of course no proof could be sufficiently conyincing 
to induce belief in the lover's mind that his idol was 
other than he had always pictured her. That which he 
considered to be a foul aspersion cast on her character 
was the commencement of a family feud of such 
bitterness, that their once happy home was rendered 
wellnigh unendurable to the whole family. 

'' As a last resource, it was determined that the 
apple of discord should be removed from the scene. 
Hilda was sent on a visit to the house of an old un- 
married sister of Mr. Andre's, who lived in a remote 
part of WaleSy with directions that a close watch 
should be kept upon her movements and correspon- 
dence. The young Edgar, in spite of his entreaties 
and threats, was kept in ignorance of her whereabouts, 
and his parents allowed themselves to hope against 
hope — ^which might have been considered certainty had 
they possessed more worldly knowledge — that the 
separation might serve to deaden the vehemence of his 
passion and his bitterness of feeling towards them for 
thwarting him in his love. 

'^ The gipsy girl's guardian for the time being 
entered with wild and conscientious enjoyment into the 
new excitement thus introduced into the monotonous 
routine of her life. She was one of those martyr 
women who, with a natural inclination to activity and 
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controlling others, are condemned by poverty or pro- 
priety to live through an objectless career, adorned 
with nothing but needle work, and saddened by the 
feeling of their own powerlessness for good or evil. 

'' A better jailer could not have been selected. 
Forewarned against the girl's blandishments, she had 
no difficulty in steeling her heart against the beauty 
that had played such havoc with her nephew's affec- 
tions. That a girl without money or connection 
should be sought in marriage, when alie had been left 
to wither on the virgin twig, was an idea rousing the 
old lady to a state of venomous energy sufficient to 
have reduced most young lady delinquents to. a state 
of subjection, and even despondency. 

'' But to the cunning induced by a mind narrowed 
in a circumscribed line of life, and by much sour re- 
flection on the weakness and wickedness of human 
nature, there was opposed an intuitive subtlety and 
power of resistance inherent to gitano blood. 

'' I have often thought that it would have been a 
curious sight to watch those two women undergoing 
that life of restraint which is endurable to their sex 
alone. 

'^ For some time they lived on contentedly enough 
to all appearance. But while sleeping in one room, 
conversing cheerfully on subjects farthest removed 
from their thoughts, smiling when most foiled, 
cloaking an insult with an endearment, watching 
each other with an over-strained attention, veiled 
beneath an air of indifference, they unflinchingly earned 
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on a perpetaal feline conflict, though without any spec- 
tators of it whose applause might have added zest to 
their small tournament. 

" The game was won by youthfdl strength and 
strategy. Miss Andre's health at last gave way 
under the unaccustomed mental excitement, howeyer 
enjoyable it might be, and she became at the mercy of 
her young opponent. By way of counteracting the irri* 
tation of her nervous system, which had ended by con- 
demning her to nights of sleeplessness, the old lady 
was compelled to have recourse to slight doses of 
narcotics, which not only made her sleep at night, 
but caused her slumbers to be prolonged to an 
unusually late hour in the morning. 

" This became a valuable card in Hilda's hand, en- 
abling her to trump several of her adversary's tricks, 
and eventually to score the rubber. She paid 
several visits to their post-town, two miles distant 
from the house, her absence unknown even to the 
two servants of the small establishment. 

"Distance formed no obstacle to her native fleet- 
ness and lithe muscular limbs, and after those rapid 
flittings she would appear at the breakfast-table with 
a calm, languid air and look of cat-like content, as 
though the exertion of dressing was the only 
effort she had undergone. She devoted herself 
with enthusiasm to the game by posing as a 
repentant sinner, and reading aloud every evening 
the tracts published by a stem uncompromising 
religious sect which numbered Miss Andre among 
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its converts. As the old lady sat listening to 
the youthful voice rendering the fierce prophecies 
of her pastor, promising fearful retrihntions on all 
who had been weak enough to find this life too 
pleasant, she was hoodwinked to the extent of 
flattering herself that her ward was at last recon- 
ciled to look forward unresistingly to a career as 
colourless as her own had been. She flattered her- 
self that, thanks to her system, Hilda had seen the 
necessity of reducing the fierce throbbings of her 
passionate young blood to the level of the calm 
pulsations of the mild current torpidly flowing through 
her own knotted and prominent veins. To skilfully 
encourage contented self-deception is the deepest form 
of Machiavelism. 

" One Sunday night, after a day spent with crossed 
hands in solemn reverie and attendance at the reli- 
gious denunciations of the favourite Methodist Pastor, 
the girl achieved her great coup. At bedtime, Miss 
Andre finding herself more than usually indisposed, 
was betrayed into a slight softening of the heart as her 
companion showed her sympathy with purring ca- 
joleries. She allowed herself to be comfortably tucked 
up for the night, and bestowed on the girl's soft cheek 
that wasp-like kiss seeming to contain a sting, which 
is fortunately reserved by women exclusively for their 
own sex ; it was accompanied by a frigid benediction. 
She also committed the fatal imprudence of allowing 
Hilda to administer her sleeping-draught. 

'' A draught from the phial labelled ' Poison/ — 
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with directions for an infinitesimal dose to be mixed 
with water — was poured out at haphazard, and when 
old Miss Andr6 next awoke to consciousness, she saw 
her servants near her bed looking startled and anxious. 
Forming one of the group was the village doctor, who 
by degrees broke to her the information that she had 
narrowly escaped with life from the efiects of an over- 
dose of laudanum taken twenty-four hours previously ; 
and further, that her young lady companion had myste- 
riously disappeared, leaving neither letter nor message 
to account for her strange proceeding. Baffled rage 
is not a bad restorative. Soon the old maiden was 
able to resume the dull thread of her existence, and to 
write her brother a long letter expatiating on her own 
virtues and the gitano girPs Satanic vileness. Show- 
ing, however, that she was undeterred by her experience 
from a love of rehabilitating lost sheep, she shortly 
afterwards set up a sort of pension for supposed irre- 
claimable male drunkards, taking much interest in the 
experiments she made with a view of curing or killing 
the unfortunate men, writing several valuable books 
on dipsomania, and eventually dying regretted by 
every one who had no chance, from not being in- 
clined to intemperance, of coming under her charge. 

** Inquiries were duly made in the hope of catching 
and re-caging the runaway, but in vain. It was 
mentioned, though without being supposed to have any 
connection with Hilda's flight, that an encampment 
of gipsies which had been in the neighbourhood for 
some time, was broken up the night she eloped, its 
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occupants disappearing from the conntry-side. Yonng 
Edgar Andre, Hilda's lover, was never seen again in 
England after these events. 

''At the fair-time here seven years ago, and ten after 
the gipsy girl's elopement, a young gentleman, one 
of your compatriots, came to stay in my hotel. I 
was sent for to his room, when he stated that he 
was much in need of assistance to enable him to 
carry out the object with which he had come to Spain. I 
gladly placed my experience of the country at his dis- 
posal, and it was during the many conversations we 
held together that I acquired a knowledge of the cir- 
cumstances that I am now trying to string together. 
His name was Andre. He was a nephew of 
the travellers who had, to their misfortune, taken 
charge of the Spanish gipsy child thrown in 
their way by an evil fate to carry desolation into 
their home. Both husband and wife were dead, 
and this young man's father had succeeded to their 
property, in default of more direct heirs. Don Enrico, 
as we call him here, is an only son. His character 
is imbued with much of the romantic tendencies 
to be found at times among the English, so 
strangely at variance with their general matter-of- 
fact character. He is also imbued with a strong dis- 
position to carry out any idea once formed — the 
greater the obstacles, the more resolute his will. I 
could never fancy him as likely to settle down to the 
gandin life of Paris and London, where men's 
minds are dwarfed by a round of small pleasures, 
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and so become unconscious of the insignificance of 
their aims in life. 

'' He told me that at a race meeting held not long 
before near his own home he was accosted by a very old 
gipsy woman^ who offered to tell his fortune, and that, 
for the amusement of some young ladies whom he was 
escorting, he had agreed to her request. After pre- 
tending to examine the palm of his hand, she told 
him that the girl he would marry was far beyond the 
sea, and that before finding her he would have to go 
through many strange adventures, but that the 
happiness of his after-life would amply atone for 
any difficulties that might have previously to be 
encountered. She ended by whispering in his ear, 
that if he wanted to know a clue by which his bride 
was to be discovered, he had only to meet her at 
evening dusk in a lane she described near his father's 
park, and then left him without waiting to receive 
any reward. The gipsy's prophecy, that so desirable 
a parti as Don Enrico would have to go beyond seas 
in search of a wife, gave rise to many facetious 
remarks, and its absurdity was commented on, doubt- 
less with some asperity, by the ladies of the party. 

" Of course the idea of keeping the appointment was 
also treated with derision, but it somehow happened 
that when young Mr. Andre lighted his after-dinner 
cigar before starting for a stroll in summer evening 
twilight, though not exactly with the plan of hearing 
more details of his future career, it happened that 
in the course of his walk he found himself at the 
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spot indicated by the old gipsy crone, who was await- 
ing his arrival. He was sufficiently well versed in his 
family history to be acquainted with the story of the 
Spanish foundling girl, and of the time of his cousin 
Edgar's disappearance having coincided with hers ; he 
also knew of their marriage and his cousin's death, but 
this was all. He now heard from the gipsy that she 
had belonged to the horde encamped near Hilda's abode 
at the time of her flight, and that it was under her 
escort the girl had escaped towards an appointed spot 
where her lover was to meet her. That she had 
made the young lady's acquaintance in one of her 
early walks, and discovering her history, had been 
chief adviser and inciter of her proceedings. Old 
P^pa was herself an Andalucian gitana by birth, who 
having contracted a certificated marriage with an Hun- 
garian of her caste, and joining him in his wanderings, 
had found herself at that time in England and alone 
in consequence of her husband's death, while she was 
anxious to return again to the sunny climes of her birth. 
** She had persuaded Hilda of the possibility of find- 
ing out her mother's tribe in Spain, amongst whom she 
would be received as a queen, especially if she arrived 
with a rich lover — or even husband ; as his English 
wealth would go far to counteract, in their eyes, the 
contamination of marriage with a ' Gentile.' The 
girl was willing enough to escape from a civilisation 
whose restraint she loathed. It was like telling a 
caged bird of the delights of freedom, and holding 
out a possibility of their enjoyment. 

2b2 
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'^ As no opposition was encountered from Edgar 
Andre, it ended in their all three leaving England 
for Spain, after a strictly legal marriage had been 
solemnised between the lovers; well authenticated 
proofs of which were duly forwarded to the family 
lawyers. 

'' On arriving in Andalncia the strangely-assorted 
couple settled in a house close to the Triana (the 
gipsy quarter) at Seville, supporting half its popula- 
tion on the money they succeeded in extorting from 
Edgar's parents. 

" A daughter was bom to them in the first year of 
their marriage. But for from this event insuring any 
degree of happiness, the foul gitano blood of its 
mother breaking out soon after, her evil instincts 
developed themselves to an extent that outstripped 
even the promise of her early youth. She took an 
intense abhorrence to her husband, associating him 
in her mind with those persecutors of her race to 
whose brutalities her mother s death was attributable, 
and her fierce nature seemed to enjoy the sweets of 
revenge when making his life unhappy. Professing 
to revolt at the thought that she, a pure-blooded 
gitana, should endure the contamination of life -long 
association with one of the 'Busne,' she made no 
secret of the sole reason for which it was tolerated. 
Her love for dancing had developed into a perfect 
passion ; and she was never so happy as when, engaged 
in some debauch, she would, at the head of a troop 
of Alm^Sy assist in rendering the wild erotic and 
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lasciyioas pantomime preserved in the traditions of 
her tribe. 

'' Pepa thought that the yoong Englishman's here- 
tofore manly nature must have been practised upon 
by some foul-play, as drugging could alone haye 
reduced him to the inert state in which she remem- 
bers at that time to have seen him. 

" He seemed to be always in a state of spiritless 
indifference ; still, however, retaining his passion for 
Hilda. He was completely under her control, which 
she exercised for the purpose of closing his eyes as to 
her proceedings, preventing his coming in contact with 
any of his feUow-countrymen, and causing him to 
write constant letters home requesting supplies of 
money to support her extravagance. 

** She had fallen in love with a man of her own race, 
handsome as herself and of the same fierce uncon- 
trollable nature. Her hitherto cold heart, aroused 
from its lethargy of indifference, concentrated in that 
one feeling, her heretofore pent-up passions. For 
the first time, and to her own consternation, Hilda 
knew what it is to be dependent on another for hap- 
piness, to fawn and cringe for a smile, to know what 
it is, with that pleasant fear from which no woman's 
love is free, to tremble at a frown, to feel jealousy 
of things animate and inanimate, to be humble and 
unselfish, to be conscious, in short, of that mingled 
ecstasy and bitterness — love. The hated bond became 
more hateful still, and she longed to be free from all 
restraint so as to devote herself without a moment's 
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interruption of idea to the object of her idolatry. 
Her marriage by Gentile rites was of little account^ 
and was regarded but as a slight restriction on her 
actions; but the advantages of power and import- 
ance derived amongst her people by the command 
of wealth were too great to be relinquished. 
Edgar was allowed to linger on — only for a time 
though. His father and mother, having made many 
efforts to get their son's infant child sent to them, this 
anxiety on their part suggested to her the thought 
that by retaining her daughter she could still enjoy 
an uncurtailed supply of money without the burden 
of her husband's presence. One morning Edgar 
Andre was found dead in his bed. And the 
next day, with such feasting and profusion as had 
never before been known in the Triana, even attracting 
sight-seers from the city, she became the wife 
of the man she loved. The happiness that resulted 
was not so great as she had anticipated. With the 
slight obstacle of the half-imbecile Edgar removed, 
there seemed to be a want of zest in their daily life on 
the man's part, from which resulted constant quarrels 
and recriminations. 

" Hilda wrote to the lawyers of her husband's family 
announcing his death, and was informed by them in 
reply, that the desire still existed on the part 
of its grandparents that her child should be 
given over to them. This she declined to con- 
sent to, not only looking on her daughter as a 
present medium of procuring money, but as the future 
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certain heiress of the house that had been her own 
home in early life, and of a property the value of 
which she knew well how to appreciate. 

'' The next communication receiyed in reply to a 
demand for money, contained the announcement of 
the deaths, with very short intervals intervening, of 
both Mr. and Mrs. Andre ; and the further unwelcome 
information, that consequentiy on their property being 
entailed on heirs male only, a brother of the late 
owner had entered on possession. Until her daughter 
became of age, she was informed, a small sum, the 
interest of Mrs. Andre's fortune, which the little girl 
alone inherited, would be paid to her mother. The 
present representatiyes of the family declined to recog- 
nise in any way, or be of the slightest assistance to, 
connections whose taint of gipsy blood was supposed 
to remove them beyond the pale of civilised sympathies. 

" Pepa stated that she had, after accompanying 
Hilda and her husband to Spain, continued with 
them up to the death of the latter as a sort of 
servant. Her fresh return to England was caused by 
the tyrannical disposition of her mistress, and also 
from finding herself badly received in her own tribe 
in consequence of her marriage with a foreigner. She 
was much attached to Hilda's child, and had made 
an attempt to carry it away with her, but was 
frustrated. She gave the young Englishman a token, 
in the way of an old and much battered silver earring, 
for a grandson she had living at Granada city, where 
he followed the trade of a blacksmith. Chaleo would, 
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she said; be a useful coadjutor if the time ever came 
that he wished to seek out his young cousin, and save 
her from the life of degradation otherwise threatening 
her. 

''The adventure was one rather suited to Henry 
Andre's turn of mind, and he determined to search out 
his young cousin. Telling no one of the object of his 
journey, he started for Spain. When he arrived at my 
house it was from Granada, where he had discovered 
the gipsy blacksmith, whom, without much diffi- 
culty — beyond the prospect of a very large reward 
— ^he had won over to do his grandame's bidding. 
Hilda was then here atMurcia with her second husband 
and daughter, and the first object was to arrange so 
that Don Enrico should see them without their 
being aware of his presence. Chaleo, who had 
accompanied the young man, came every evening 
after dark to the hotel, under pretext of arranging 
the sale of some horses, and suggested that a 
'funcion,' in the way of a gipsy-dance, should be 
got up for the entertainment of travellers staying at 
the different hotels. This was accordingly done. 

" Hilda's reputation as a ballerina was so widely 
spread throughout the province, that on the evening 
fixed for our exhibition a large audience had collected 
in the room we are now in. It was chiefly com- 
posed of men, as the gitano dances have a reputation 
which usually causes ladies to avoid being present 
at them. There was, however, a sprinkling of three 
or four on this occasion. The audience was grouped 
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at one end of the saloon, the remaining space left 
vacant; a couple of benches were placed near the 
wall for the benefit of the performers in intervals 
of repose. When the gipsies arrived, rattling their 
tambourines and with much laughter at jokes inter- 
changed among themselves in their own tongue, there 
was no mistaking the heroine of the evening. 

"Hilda carried herself as proudly as though her 
position, the chief of a band of half-savage dancers, 
was one to be envied by the whole world. Her 
early education had imparted a finish of refine- 
ment and cultivation to her natural grace, so far 
removed from the bold and wanton bearing of the 
other gitanas, that she seemed to be a grande dame 
masquerading amongst them. Her superiority was 
evidently recognised, as the deferential manner in 
which they formed up around her plainly showed. 
They respectfully listened to her every word, 
and obeyed with alacrity her slightest gesture. 
Her daughter accompanied the party. She was 
a pale, light-haired grey-eyed little girl, calm 
and sedate beyond her years. On entering 
the room she at once seated herself on the floor 
in a remote comer, not looking around with any 
feeling of curiosity, apparently uninterested in the 
jokes that aroused her companions' harsh laughter, 
or in their wild gyrations when the excitement of the 
evening set in. Her appearance formed as striking 
a contrast to the others as her shy, subdued manner. 
Not pretty at that time, but so interesting that every 
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one observed her, and expressed surprise on hearing 
of her relationship to the Gipsy Queen, as Hilda was 
at once christened by us. We were told that the 
child's name was Preciosa. To the accompaniment 
of a guitar, admirably played by one of the men, a 
dance was first performed by the whole party, with 
the exception of their handsome leader, who sat by 
scrutinizing her audience with looks of only half- 
disguised contempt. As soon as this was oyer, 
Hilda arose, and advancing by herself to the centre 
of the room, she beckoned to one of the gitanos, a 
well-built, handsome-looking scoundrel, and stood 
opposite to him for a few moments in silence. At 
another signal from her, the guitars and tambourines 
commenced a low, melancholy cadence, and at their 
sound the well-matched pair began a dance. The 
gitana's well-formed limbs began to move in slow 
and almost apathetic undulations ; her noiseless, and 
apparently objectless steps, her fixed^ expressionless 
stare, seemed to be those of a somnambulist, but they 
exercised on us a magnetic effect. By degrees the 
music became a lively, gentle ripple, which soon merged 
into weird, frantic sounds, lashing both the dancers 
and the tambourine players to an ecstasy of excite- 
ment. Strange cries joining in a chorus rose and fell 
alternately, from the howls of a Walpurgis night to a 
soothing lullaby, as the gipsy lookers-on followed the 
character of the dance. Such a marvellous display 
of wild energy and impassioned grace as we then 
beheld is beyond my power to describe. Hilda's eyes 
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at one moment flashed fiercely, then softened to 
voluptuous languor. Her handsome face alternately 
flushed to brightest crimsoni or sank to deadly pallor. 
Her bosom palpitating as she sought to interpret in 
her movements love's sighs, resistance, or delirium. 
With her back hair floating about her, her attitudes of 
startling grace must have presented an exact counter- 
part of some ancient votary of Apis engaged in the 
celebration of those religious orgies that were supposed 
to conciliate the favour of ancient Egypt's favourite god. 

*' None were louder in their exclamations of delighted 
admiration at Hilda's performance than her own 
people. They watched her movements with an entire 
absence of jealousy, which formed a striking contrast 
to the envious looks or forced smile to be detected 
among more civilised corps de ballet when, falling 
back towards the wings, they make way for a higher 
display of saltatory art than their own crowded dis- 
play admits of, and for a leading ballerina to throw 
their small efforts into the shade. 

*' Preciosa, poor child, alone preserved her look of 
calm indifference, remaining crouched, with downcast 
eyes, in the comer where she had at first established 
herself, half hidden under some shawls the women had 
thrown to her on commencing their dance. 

** The ' funcion ' was completed by a mad gyration 
of the women alone, who, at its conclusion, each threw 
a handkerchief to gentlemen in the audience, expecting 
it to be returned to them with a present of coin tied 
up in one comer ; and then, with more laughter and 
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rattling of tambonrines, their preparations were made 
for departure. 

*' An old English lady, whose cariosity had overcome 
her pmdishness, amnsed me a good deal. She took 
off her spectacles at the rather prononc^ parts of the 
performance, implying thereby, that she objected to 
seeing anything at all ' shocking ; ' bnt the interested 
expression I detected on her face, rather induced a 
belief that her mild sacrifice to the British idol of 
respectability was not free from innocent hypocrisy. 
This good old soul was more than any other stmck 
with the little Preciosa, and requested me to say, that 
if she would call at the hotel on the following morning, 
she would present her with a Spanish version of 
the Protestant catechism and a five-franc piece. Bnt 
even this attractive offer failed to arouse any expres- 
sion of pleasure on the demure little face, and the 
girl left us, as she had come, with downcast 
eyes. She was so sad looking that, knowing her 
history, I felt that I should not be easy in my mind 
till we had rescued her from the life that even her 
childish perceptions seemed to have taught her was 
opposed to her natural bias. 

" It was decided after much discussion that I should 
seek an interview with Hilda, and try to procure her 
consent to Preciosa's being taken charge of by her 
English relatives ; the inducement was the offer of 
a handsome yearly income which Mr. Andre em- 
powered me to make. The day following the gipsy 
dance I proceeded on my mission to the gitanaria. 
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and found the object of my search Burroonded by a 
sort of court composed of her wild-looking myrmidons, 
male and female. Matters of much interest appeared 
to be under discussion, judging by the vehement 
gestures and excited tones of the whole party ; there 
was a chaos of sounds which caused my entrance to 
be for a moment overlooked. 

'* The strange woman was in one of her evil moods, 
and not only did she refuse compliance with any plan 
that would cause her young daughter to be brought 
up as an alien to her race, but she poured out a 
torrent of invective on my head for my interference 
in the matter, and this the chorus took up so savagely 
that I was not sorry to find myself safe at home 
again. 

** Those fierce denunciations of the ' Gentile ' rang 
in my ears for many a day, forming another proof of 
the oft-asserted fact, that to bestow kindness on a 
gitano is like giving milk to a serpent, as it only 
increases his venom and power to injure the hand 
that trusts him. 

'* Our only remaining chance lay in an attempt to 
carry off the girl, which if abortive, would cause her 
to be spirited away far beyond the reach of after 
interference, and therefore it required serious con- 
sideration. 

^' Ghaleo, our confederate in the gipsy camp, was 
again called into council, and he agreed, though at 
the peril of his life should his connivance be dis- 
covered, to aid and abet any plan that might be formed. 
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*' He was favonrably disposed towards us, having a 
revenge to carry out which might be combined with 
our interests. 

'' He informed us that Antonio, Hilda^s husband, 
was his most bitter foe. That the fellow was at 
present being sought after by the alguazils, to whom 
he, Chaleo, had determined to betray him. There 
was proof of his having been one of the perpetrators 
of a murder and robbery recently committed on the 
road to Alicante, and though he was generally 
supposed to have fled the country, Chal6o knew him 
to be hiding in the gitanaria, never stirring out by 
dayUght, and visiting his home every night. The 
gipsy suggested that during the confusion of the arrest, 
which he had already determined should be effected, 
we might avail ourselves of an opportunity to carry off 
the child, and that our giving the necessary informa- 
tion to the authorities would prevent his own com- 
plicity ever being suspected in the matter of Antonio's 
entrapment. 

'* So the double end of gain and revenge found us an 
ally that, however contemptible, was not to be dis- 
dained in a case where the end justified the means. 
The necessary information for the murderer's arrest 
was to be given direct to the officer in command of the 
Guardias Civiles, as any inferior official might possibly 
be in the pay of the gipsies, and warn them of our 
plan. 

An unusual amount of zeal was shown by the 
authorities in the matter, as the arrest, if successfully 
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carried oat| would deliver to them a man long notorious 
for having been mixed up in many a crime and law- 
less proceeding, and who had hitherto succeeded in 
baffling every effort at conviction. In the present 
case proofs were forthcoming that left little fear of the 
criminal escaping a fitting reward if once laid hands 
upon. A night was fixed when a' company of the 
civil guards should surround the gipsy quarter, and 
close in at a given signal round Hilda's house. Here, 
at the hotel, a carriage was to be in readiness to start 
at once for the coast — should our plan succeed — carry- 
ing away Mr. Andre and his young cousin. Every 
possible precaution was taken to keep all these arrange- 
ments secret. 

" At midnight, on a night as dark as a wolfs maw, 
Mr. Andre and I started together, wrapped in Spanish 
cloaks, towards the gitanaria. We passed on our way 
men of the civil guard loitering about by twos and 
threes, still at some distance from the rendezvous, 
but all gradually converging in that direction. In 
the streets there was the silence of a tomb ; but here 
and there, from some of the houses, came occasional 
sounds of singing and laughter, telling of light-hearted 
gatherings, and forming a strange contrast with our 
own purpose as we glided quietly along beneath the 
black, frowning walls. 

" The anxiety became quite painful as each rapidly- 
passing moment drew nearer the event of the night. 
I do not profess to be a very brave man, and once inside 
the narrow tortuous lanes and vile homesteads of the 
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gipsy quarter, I half began to repent the enthusiasm 
which had led me to enter that haunt of desperadoes 
with intentions that, if suspected, were so adverse to 
my ever leaving it alive. At the time I speak of, it 
was more unsafe than it is now to venture abroad on 
dark nights, whether in the city streets or the high 
roads of the kingdom. A * vengeance ' was easily 
carried out, and a corpse covered with knife wounds 
not a rare sight for the early morning sunbeams to 
rest upon. 

'^ We found the officer of Ouardias Civiles dressed in 
civilian clothes, and seated on a stone near Hilda's 
hovel, which was no better than any of the rest. He 
had found a chink in the wooden shutter of a window, 
through which two of us joined in watching the pro- 
ceedings inside, while the third kept a look-out for 
any one who might chance to pass through the 
deserted street ; and thus we awaited the moment for 
action. The signal agreed upon among ourselves 
was to be given by Chaleo, who was inside the 
house. He was to play some bars of the ' Marcha 
real ' on a guitar, which the officer would take up by 
a whistled signal, which it was arranged would bring 
his men to the spot. 

" Our confederate had agreed to offer a carouse to his 
companions, and we could see him seated on the mnd 
floor in the centre of a bacchanal group, whose 
brightened eyes and eager talk, though carried on 
in subdued tones, from prudential motives doubtless, 
attested to the efficacy of this festive snare. 
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'' Hilda was in the room^ seated on a chair. Her 
husband, Antonio, lay on the ground by her side, one 
elbow resting on her knee. The little girl, two other 
women, and an old man, together with Ghaleo, were 
squatted, in picturesque attitudes, round a brasero 
and some earthen jars of wine. Comfortable couches 
had been improvised from ragged mantas and mule 
saddles. 

'' The Judas of the party, whom I hated in spite of 
his utility, held in his hand a much-battered yihuela, 
a species of lute, on which he occasionally sounded a 
few chords, which showed him to be of no mean 
proficiency. 

*' Each moment now seemed an hour, and I could not 
divest myself of the idea that it was we who were being 
trapped. I was half prepared to see a band of 
swarthy ruffians at any moment suddenly issue from 
the surrounding darkness. The many tales I had 
heard during my long residence in the kingdom made 
me know fall well what we might have to expect if 
discovered. 

*' The man Antonio, as he lay on the floor, the light 
from a small earthen lamp falling full upon his face, 
which was turned towards us, was one of the hand- 
somest men of his dark, demoniacal type that I ever 
saw. I could well fancy the mingled love and fear 
felt for him by such a woman as his wife, their 
fiery quarrels and reconciliations. A strong bond of 
union must have existed between two hard natures 
such as theirs, softened in one point alone — animal 
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loTe. A love of the fiercest nature, akin to cruelty, 
cemented perhaps by blood shed in common, by many 
a wild debauch, by long footsore journeys, of cruel 
hardship, and dangers shared, so that, alternating 
between fear, hute, and love, their lives' threads were 
mingled in a tangled skein. 

*' Those handsome features of stem outline now 
bore an anxious, wearied look. After a long draught 
from the wine jar, the bandit stretched himself 
full length, and with a listless yawn, his head 
resting on his wife's knee, seemed to prepare for 
sleep. The woman's head bent down with a look of 
admiring love towards the face of her lawless mate, and 
over her usually bold, undaunted countenance there 
stole a softer expression that made it very beautiful, 
reminding me of the description I had heard of her 
girlhood's loveliness. Then her eyes, half veiled by 
their long lashes, rested musingly on the very spot 
whence we were watching her, and it seemed as 
though our glances must have met. But her mind 
was evidently straying far away from present sur- 
roundings. Perhaps she was recalling other scenes 
in the far-oflF land where her youth was passed. Even 
ideas of repentance and future amendment might have 
then floated through her brain, so gentle and womanly 
was the light illuminating her features of statuesque 
grandeur, which seemed to complete their beauty. 
Perchance it was a more refined phase of love towards 
the man now in need of her support and sympathy, 
of whom the past neglect and acts of cruelty were for- 
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gotten now that he was an outcast in the eyes of othenf 
— a demigod still in hers. She passed her fingers 
caressingly through the rough, unkempt hair that 
clustered in black ringlets on his head, resting 
her hand on the broad shoulder as though in admi- 
ration of his perfect manly beauty and Herculean 
frame. There are women, you know, whose full power 
of love is only brought out by adversity, with a nature 
like that of the small sea-bird that hovers round a 
ship when storms are threatening its safety, and 
disappears when the sunshine returns. Hilda's touch 
seemed to exercise a sootiiing influence. Antonio's 
look became more full of repose, and a smile broke 
over his face as though the sleep was cheered by some 
happy dream. 

" The conversation of the others of the party became 
more subdued ; every one was watching Hilda and her 
husband. Every one but the child, who sat there still 
and sleepless, as listless-looking as ever,^ in happy 
unconsciousness of the fact that her own fate, for good 
or evil, was then about to be decided. 

'' Ghal^o, who had been lying with his back towards 
us, got up and sauntered in an objectless manner 
about the room. At last going to a door which led 
into a stable or another room beyond, he carefully 
adjusted the bolt, and kicked some large bales of 
chopped straw across the threshold, so that they would 
interfere with any one attempting to make a hurried 
exit by that way. As he returned to his seat by 
the brasero he took up Antonio's gun, which was 
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lying by his side, on pretence of examining it, 
and we could see that he removed the flint before 
retnming it to its place. When reseated he again 
took up the lute, and passing his fingers lightly 
oyer the strings, produced low, melodiously-sonnding 
chords, which added not a little to the dreamy calm of 
the scene. Hilda, as though fearfiil lest her husband's 
slumber should be disturbed, at first held up her 
finger reprovingly to the musician, but finding that he 
stiU slept on, she beat time to a melancholy air into 
which the prelude merged, her feet moving gently as 
though the sound of music even then found a response 
in her bosom. 

" By degrees the air changed, and we at last recog- 
nised the martial and inspiriting notes of the ' Royal 
March,' our pre-arranged signal. Some of the soldiers 
had already joined us, advancing with stealthy foot- 
steps, and the officer in charge giving directions for 
the door to be burst open, sounded a whistle, lend 
and shrill, for the approach of the remainder. 

" The blast from the Prince's horn as it echoed 
through the palace where lay the sleeping Princess of 
the fairy tale, could not have produced effects more 
startling. In an instant there rose up on all sides the 
buzz of a startled crowd that burst instantaneously into 
the narrow thoroughfares of the densely-populated 
district. The cottage was, however, also surrounded 
as by magic with soldiery, and the door was burst 
open with a rifle-butt. A scene was disclosed so 
changed from that we had been watching through 
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onr loophole, it almost seemed as though the actors in 
it mnst have been changed also. Hilda stood there 
in front ef her husband, erect and. defiant, with dis- 
tended eyes, every muscle braced to meet the sudden 
emergency. No sign of faltering or womanly weak- 
ness then. She glared round on all sides seeking to 
detect a possible chance of escape^ looking as uncowed 
and commanding as ever ; more like some inspired 
Pythoness about to utter deadly denunciations on a 
trembling multitude, than a ba£9ed woman struck in 
the one vulnerable point of her heart. There was 
something so terrible in her aspect of beauty and 
power, that for a second every one paused as though 
expecting that she must possess some unseen aid at 
hand which would save him and overwhelm his pur- 
suers. Never had man a more futhful ally to fight 
or fall with than that possessed by this crime-stained 
man in the woman standing there unflinchingly by 
his side. She looked as though prepared to breast 
the world in arms for love of him, and die uncom- 
plainingly so that she died in his defence. 

" But the room was quickly filled by well-armed 
guards, showing all chances of escape or rescue to 
be so hopeless, that Antonio passively allowed him- 
self to be bound. Before his arms were pinioned 
he showed the tampered-with rifle to Hilda, then 
throwing it from him with an impotent and snarl- 
ing curse on traitors, stood still and frowning, but 
without a sign of fear. It was ' Fate ! ' The other 
gitanos gabbled forth imprecations and shrieked ap- 
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pealingly to the dense crowd in the street, urging 
them to attack the * dogs ' and ' Moors * whoj had 
invaded their territory. Finding no response, they 
attacked the soldiers through the superstitious fears 
nearly all of their class entertain of the gipsy race, 
threatening them with every evil their fertile imagina- 
tions could invent as a fitting reward for that night's 
evil work. 

'* Hilda still stood near her husband, one hand 
resting on his shoulder, the other clinging to the 
scarlet sash bound round his waist. No word had as 
yet escaped her. She only became each instant more 
deadly pale — ^her face was of a livid olive colour — 
her looks more fixed and resolute. Suddenly we 
heard a deep-drawn hissing howl as of a wild animal, 
and saw her, with a knife she had detached from her 
husband's girdle, rush on Ghaleo, who fell with the 
weapon dug deep into his heart, and was lying dead 
at her feet before a hand could be raised to avert the 
blow. During the momentary disorder which ensued, 
the captive was enabled by his vast strength to make 
a bound with such impetus that, in spite of his crip- 
pled condition, it nearly carried him through the hedge 
of soldiers to the open doorway, where his comrades 
might have succeeded in furthering his evasion ; but 
stumbling over the dead body before he had achieved 
his purpose, he fell, his enemy again the cause of his 
being secured. 

" A dreary-looking cortege now proceeded from the 
cottage. First went a small body of men clearing the 
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way, then in the midst of a strong guard, some of 
whom bore torches, the two prisoners — Hilda now 
shared her husband's fate — ^walked side by side, their 
hands tied behind them. 

" The gipsy quarter, roused to animation like an 
invaded ant-hill, was swarming with human beings 
moving about in wild confusion. Its whole popu* 
lation, men, women, and children, pressed about the 
Guardias Giviles, with loud cries and threatening 
gestures, endeavouring in every way to impede their 
movements. Here and there were piles of blazing 
straw partially illuminating the darkness of night, and 
throwing into relief the weird-looking figures collected 
round them. The glow from the soldiers' torches 
made patches of light on the black walls, or lighted 
up dark and excited features among the throng. 
It flashed on the cocked hats and blue and red 
costumes of the soldiers, on the two dark figures 
they were leading away, and intermingled with 
clouds of smoke, giving to the whole scene a wild 
and unearthly aspect which no description can con- 
vey. Our retreat had fortunately been well assured 
by the precaution taken by the officer stationing 
small bodies of his men along the route, who as we 
passed them fell in and joined our ranks, otherwise 
some desperate attempt at a rescue would assuredly 
have been made. 

" In the tumultuous confusion that ensued on the 
gipsies' arrest, no one thought of placing obstacles in 
the way of our own purpose being carried out. Miy 
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Andr^ and I took possession of little Preciosa, and 
led her quietly away without any one haying even 
noticed our proceeding. Proper clothes had been 
provided for her, and within an hour's time from onr 
leaving the gitanaria, a carriage drove from the door 
of the hotel carrying towards Alicante * Don Enrico * 
and his young cousin. The girl herself made no 
objection to the prospect so suddenly unfolded to her 
of these plans for the change in her young existence. 
I half feared at the time that her lethargy on all 
subjects was caused by some deficiency of intellect^ 
attributable to early neglect. 

" Since that time I have been in constant correspon- 
dence with Mr. Andre, who is good enough to express 
a higher appreciation of my assistance in the matter 
I have related than my conduct really deserves. In 
his first letters he informed me, that on arrival in Eng- 
land he had taken the girl to his mother, who had caused 
her to be christened by the name of Adela, and at his 
request had placed her at a school. Her progress 
and growth, with promise of beauty, were next dilated 
upon. The new element of civilised life to which she 
was transplanted, combined with it healthy influences 
to draw out the hitherto undeveloped beauties of her 
nature, and her mind soon became as free from all gitano 
taint as her appearance. These praises went on from 
year to year gradually increasing in warmth, and in 
each letter more lovingly dwelt upon. It was not 
with very much surprise that I heard at last from Mr. 
Andr4 how the prophecy of the gipsy cronoi Pepa^ 
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was about to be realized, and that the bride she had 
promised him ' from beyond the seas/ his Adela, was 
all that the heart of a loyer conld wish. 

" Antonio was pnt on his trial, and haying been 
convicted of the crimes which had caused his arrest, 
he received sentence of death, which, in spite of 
strenuous efforts made to procure its commutation, was 
carried into effect. Any one not conversant with the 
wheels within wheels all at work to complicate the 
judicial system of Spain, would be surprised at the 
amount of powerful interest which the widely-spread 
gitano population can bring into play when detection 
follows on any of their villanies. 

''Hilda was condemned to a five years' imprison- 
ment ; on her release at the term of which, she was a 
changed and broken-down woman. The chafing of 
her high spirit within the solitude of prison walls had 
been a strain too great for her mind to bear, and 
goaded still further by the knowledge of her felon 
husband's death, both body and intellect had sunk 
beneath the burden. I frequently visited her after her 
release, as money was regularly remitted to me for her 
from England. All that she received was made over to 
her tribe, and quickly spent by them with their usual 
recklessness. She went back to her former home in 
the gipsy quarter, where she lived with no more 
attempt at comfort than any other of the community. 
I often thought she must have entertained suspicions 
of her daughter's whereabouts ; but the subject was 
never broached between us, nor any curiosity shown 
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as to by whom the money was sent. It was the body 
of Hilda, the gitana, that yon saw this eyening laid 
out for bnrial in the squalid mnd hoTel we haye so 
lately quitted. Peace be to her ashes ! 

'* Mr. Andr^ and his cousin have now been a year 
married, and he tells me that he has every reason 
to congratulate himself on his choice. A girl has 
been bom to them, whose dark eyes show a danger 
ous resemblance to her handsome grandmother, but 
they trust in Providence to avert further evil. 
At present, as fax as we can venture to judge, the 
seed of charity which fell long years ago on the rug- 
ged soil of Estramadura, has at last fructified, and 
the flowers of love and hope it has borne are another 
proof of the old-world saying, *qu*un bienfait n^est 
jamais perdu,' '* 
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MY LAST SORTIE. 



OuB time at '* Gib" was drawing towards a close, 
the regiment being under orders for service in the 
broiling East, when it was decided that a last sortie 
should be made in the shape of another trip of 
Spanish travel. 

Accompanied by my poodle, and a less attached 
biped friend — a brother oflBcer — I started, a happy 
man, with a month's leave in my pocket, per Cadiz 
steamer, en route to see Seville in Holy Week time. 
Cadiz has so few attractions to any one who is not 
anxious to study the effect that can result from an 
unsparing use of whitewash and green paint when 
applied to the ornamentation of domestic architecture, 
that we only gave its vast flea colonies a chance for 
one night, and then " railed" on to Seville. 

The plan was, that while I remained there the 
whole month, the biped — ^the Holy Week being still 
two weeks distant — should visit Cordova, go on to 
Granada, and return to us for the ''great event." 
Nowhere as yet in Spain are hotels to be found 
coming up to the more Northern ideas of luxury. We 
were no sooner located in a double-bedded room at 
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the Fonda del , than, seeing how comfortless 

and uncheery were our surroundings, I felt more than 
half inclined to give up the plan of lengthy residence 
in the ancient city, and wander onwards with my 
friend. 

The sun, however, was shining so genially when we 
descended into the streets, the air was so balmy, the 
orange trees perfumed the breezes of otherwise 
questionable odour so agreeably, that the idea of 
dawdling through two or three weeks on the banks 
of the Guadalquiver, with the chance of something 
pleasant turning up, smiled on my fickle fancy. 
Thus, biped went on his way alone after all. 

Pleasantly enough did the days pass on, enlivened 
by sociable gossip with tourists of different nations 
stopping at the hotel, in riding parties to explore the 
environs, much ice and more chocolate eating, — ^the 
verb ** to drink" cannot be appUed to the last- 
mentioned preparation of stodginess, — visiting of 
churches, and admiration of pretty faces. The 
double-bedded room of which I had become sole 
occupant — no disrespect to Talma — fronted towards 
the east, and being high up, entirely overlooking 
some low buildings on the opposite side of the 
narrow street, the early sunbeams awoke me the 
first thing every morning as they came shining 
through the curtainless window. Though too soon 
to dress for the day, the smiling taunt of sluggishness 
this radiance suggested would drive me forth on to the 
balcony to inhale the young morning's vivacious 
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breath, and watch the moyement of early life among 
the crowds passing to and fro on the pavement. 

Water-carriers (chiefly donkeys), travellers arriving 
dasty and wayworn from long journeys, flower-sellers, 
black-draped female figures ghding about in all di- 
rections, on pretence, no doubt, of marketing or early 
Mass, and the many small traders whose business is 
best carried on at dawn, formed each day a busy throng. 

I invariably noticed, with interested attention, a 
balcony adjacent to my own, and belonging to the 
house next our fonda. It was crowded with carefully- 
tended flowers, a cage full of contented-looking doves 
hung above it, and the green paint on its elaborate 
iron scroll'-work was so fresh, that quite a charming 
effect was produced by the tout ensemble, though the 
pretty spot was always tenantless when I took my 
early view of it. 

When first I arrived in Spain my imagination would 
have worked out all manner of fanciful romances in 
connection with the possibly fair owner of that pretty 
eyrie, but experience of the country and its inhabitants 
had long since taught me how matter-of-fact life can 
be in even its most romantic-looking region. That 
waving palm branches and cooing doves, the voluptuous 
warmth of Spring sunshine such as Andalucia alone can 
boast of, the air laden with the perfume of orange- 
blossoms, are no more provocative of love adventures 
than the smoke-adulterated atmosphere and nose-nip- 
ping frost of the early year as it breaks on the world 
in my native land. 
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Nevertheless, I entertained a feeble curiosity to 
ascertain from whose hand the doves received their 
liberal allowance of sopped bread on which they grew 
80 plump, the flowers that constant care to which thej 
were so evidently subjected. 

One afternoon, when lazily starting for a digestive 
stroll, I passed beneath the balconies, and looking 
upwards beheld a black dress moving amidst my 
neighbour's flower-pots. The wearer was pecking 
playfully with her fingers at the dove cage, arranging 
some branches here and there among the flowers, 
and otherwise appearing to be perfectly at home; 
so, hastening with breakneck speed up the three flights 
of stairs to my room, I burst out on to my balcony 
in the hope of getting a close inspection. I forget 
the exact words I used on finding that, with my usual 
luck, I was too late. The doves were blowing them- 
selves out on a large allowance of fresh food, the 
trees had been newly watered, but she was gone ! 

Example is so infectious that I went next morning 
to early market and bought there some pots of flowers, 
which I arranged tastefully in my own balcony. I rather 
inclined to an aviary as well, but not being able to 
procure any doves I had to relinquish that idea. At 
last I quite formed a habit of sitting after dinner to 
smoke the pipe of peace in the small confined space on 
which my window opened. This perseverance was at 
last rewarded, and my curiosity was gratified by seeing 
a lady seated one afternoon under the dove cage fanning 
herself with much gravity as she enjoyed the sunset. 
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Her back was tamed towards me, so that beyond a pro- 
fasion of carefully arranged hair — black, of course, and 
with some tea-roses half hidden amidst its lustrous 
masses — a gracefully rounded arm, and a white neck 
showing through a floating veil, there was nothing to be 
seen. I might as well have been in the street. How- 
ever, there was no occasion for hurry, so I sat and 
smoked and waited, biding my time, bnt with some im- 
patience. The lady was evidently conscious of my 
presence, though not wishing to appear so. Perhaps 
she had also, beneath this mask of dignified de- 
meanour, some curiosity to ascertain who it was that 
her instinct told her thus kept a pair of masculine eyes 
fixed upon her. She sat quietly managing her fan 
with the grace peculiar to her countrywomen. 

As the gaily-painted toy closed and turned slowly 
and methodically, flew out with aresounding snap 
in full display like a peacock's tail, upraised or de- 
pressed with careless action from the wrist, there 
was an absence of effort and an unconscious 
grace evident which can only result from the 
practice of a life-time. A nervous twitch at the lace 
veil every now and then betrayed my neighbour's 
consciousness that she was watched. At last she 
stood up, and while looking at her bird-cage, 
gently tapping its bars with her fan, she took a 
glance in my direction — she was lovely ! ' I bowed 
poUtely, but whether the admiration was not mutual, 
or that she was suffering from disappointment in 
having looked out in vain for some one to pass 
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beneath her balcony, she entered the house and dis- 
appeared, scarcely returning my salutation, leaving 
me with a feeling of having been snubbed in the 
feeble attempt to produce an impression. I waited, 
but she returned no more. Next day I bought more 
flowers, and ascended the three pairs of stairs several 
times to see how they were getting on, with much 
self-gratification at having decided to remain in Seville, 
where the balconies display such charming adornments, 
human and horticultural. 

Crowds of visitors were beginning to pour into 
the city anticipatory of the Holy Week excitement. 
Tourists in treble-soled boots, in patent, reversible, 
and waterproof garments-as inconvenient as they 
are costly — from the Isles of Britain, escorted 
specimens of female beauty and its converse, for both 
of which our sea-girt shores are remarkable. From 
the Americas were men of strongly- marked charac- 
teristics, some pecub'ar, all unmistakable : their women 
charges in most cases as lovely as lovely mom, though 
at times a little loud in voice. Spaniards who had 
come from distant Provinces, and spent their time 
grumbling at the expenses of life in Andalucia, 
inclining also to speak disparagingly of its inhabit- 
ants. Russians, calm and observant of course, 
watching the world's doings as though from behind a 
mask, some of them escorting light-haired, well- 
dressed, deUcate-looking women, through whose be- 
coming veils would occasionally pierce looks, half 
sylph, half satyr-like^ in all cases full of originality. 
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Bat moBt interesting of all these new arrivals in my 
eyes, there appeared my Miss Willocks, associated 
with Montserrat memories, and still accompanied by 
her brother, the " hem pay." The great man was 
still unchanged, and his long-lipped mouth still bore 
stamped upon it in sneering smile a contemptuous pro- 
test against the bad smells and form of government 
prevalent in Spain. But Miss Willocks ! Could this 
be the lady of strong Protestant principles and aristo- 
cratic iciness whose model demeanour had so impressed 
me but one short year before ? No longer the stem and 
unbending distributor of " bong mos '* for unbelievers, 
the bitter denunciator of everything not English, the 
keystone of conventionalism ? She now burst upon 
my bewildered gaze, attired in the very latest, 
youngest, and airiest of costumes de voyage/ Her hair 
seemed to have grown longer and thicker, her eye- 
brows darker and more perfectly arched, the once dull 
brown of her lips had changed to ripe, luscious ver- 
milion; her face, like Atalanta*s beautiful form as 
described by Ovid, *' had contracted a redness, mixed 
with its virgin whiteness, just as when red hangings 
upon a white galley dye the shades with a like 
colour." 

Smiling and ogling beneath a coquettish veil, am- 
bling towards me on high-heeled boots, with hand 
extended she exclaimed, utterly forgetful of her former 
reserve, " Once more we meet in sunny Spain !" 

"Lc« femmes ont le genie de Vovhli,'' I inwardly 
quoted as we exchanged greetings, and then proceeded 
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to receive a cold paw and less efifusive greetings from 
the M.P. 

We had met in the patio, where clusters of banana 
and citron trees led a placid existence, safe from 
storms that ravage the outside plains. Inspired by 
their beauty Miss Willocks, posing herself gracefully, 
proceeded. 

" Ah, yes! a favoured land indeed — a land of love 
and song ! So full of associations, too — heroes and 
artists combine in our tremulous thoughts — so inte- 
resting ! Lord Byron, Don Quixote, the Inquisition, 
and Christopher Columbus, and dear old priests walking 
in procession, such as that charming Roberts painted, 
with tiddy-iddy chorister boys scattering incense cloads 
from lovely silver — things. And oh ! the sunshine, 
as I always say, only give me sunshine, and you give 
me life — and hope. How even under its influence the 
grey old buildings smile in this favoured clime ! " I 
assented in every sense to the last portion of her 
remarks, which chimed in so well with my own 
thoughts about herself. 

'' Tommy and I so often talk of those dear old 
Montserrat days," she prattled cm. " I suppose you, 
— all your shocking sex are the same — have forgotten 
all about them ? " 

" How could I forget. Miss Willocks?" I exclaimed; 
*' don*t I remember — shall I not always remember — 
how you kindly condescended to enter into the innocent 
pleasures with which that happy time abounded ?'* 

*' How nice and how dear it is of you to say that ! 



JtfF LAST SORTIE. 458 

Ah, yes ! Memory is the wallflower of our li^es ! How 
exquisitely thrilling the sensation to the appreciative 
mind when its roots penetrate through the too often 
ungrateful soil of the human heart ! Those dear 
delicious old days in the dreamy convent — * The Con- 
vent^Bell,* you know — a song — lovely !" 

" It seems only yesterday, dear Miss Willocks," 

'* And yet it's — he, he, he ! — quite a century ago. 
We shall all begin — he, he ! to think ourselves quite 
old, old creatures, sha*n't we? And, I do declare, 
there's your sweet, delicious poodle, just the same — 
cross and naughty — but far, far too good for you ! " 

" I must leave you. Miss Willocks, as I'm going to 
consult my looking-glass," 

"Well, I never! What on earth can a great 
stupid man want with a looking-glass, I should like 
to know?" 

'^ I want to see if time has been as good to me 
as it has been to you, keeping me also young-looking 
and charming — in a masculine way of course." 

'' Compliments ! Oh, fie ! But I also must run 
away. You gentlemen, when you get to dear 
Tommy's age, can't bear to be kept waiting; so 
ta-ta ! ta-ta ! " And kissing her hand the giddy 
creature went, while I stood watching her, and 
wondering what could have possibly happened to 
produce a change so startling. 

Time, the great unraveller of mysteries, soon 
granted me a clue to the strange metamorphosis, 
which I contemplated with scarcely disguised wonderi 
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repressing with difficulty the inclination of my eyes 
to distend unnaturally wide, of my hair to stand on 
end. 

Time showed me that it was loye that had performed 
all these wonders. Love that, to quote the lady herself, 
as the sunbeams brighten with their radiance the 
ancient streets of Spain, had showered rouge and 
smiles and fsdse curls above the withered brow and on 
the rugged surface, where I had known only unpainted 
wrinkles and capillary wispiness to reign. That had 
put Miss Willocks into tight, high-heeled boots, a 
bewitching little hat, and such a softened state of 
mind to the world in general. Love, the little leveller, 
that taking a random shot (for never can Cupid have 
meant it seriously), had transfixed the heart of my 
virgin friend, making her thus jaunty and girlish, 
forgetful of the dignity to be derived from grand con- 
nections, and an intimate acquaintance with Lady 
Arabella Thompson Gordon Walker — of, in short, 
everything and every one but a fascinating little 
Italian Count, not young, not handsome, and, as I 
opined, not rich. This bold Hippomenes formed one 
of their party, sat serenely at the table dlidte by the 
now fair lady's side, bore her tiny parasol at the 
promenade, gave her lessons in guitar playing, receiv- 
ing others from her in the English language, rolled 
his large eyes in languishing fondness on her, and 
proposed, as far as their mutual intention could be 
guessed at, one day to become her lord and master. 
No doubt he also proposed to be as much unrestricted 
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as possible by marriage settlements : such miromantic 
technicalities are often considered as unnecessary 
fetters on love like theirs. 

How I blessed my luck for thus having brought me 
into close contact with a miracle, beside which the 
annual liquification which comes over the blood of St. 
Januarius is no more a marvel than the thawing of 
ditch water after frost ; winking Madonnas and Mont- 
serrat marvels but as mere every-day occurrences ; the 
sculpturing of Egypt*s Sphinx but child's play, and 
all the inventions of modem science mere sand par- 
ticles as matters for astonishment ! 

Pretty to see them playing at lambkins, frisking 
together beneath the orange trees of the Plaza del 
Duque, or reposing in a discreet state of philandering 
under the tubbed pomegranate trees of our courtyard. 
Pretty to see her hand touch his while passing him des- 
sert delicacies, then blushingly withdrawn, to rest trust- 
ingly on her brother's shoulder ; to hear her quavering 
old voice proposing walks to watch the moonlight 
glittering upon the bosom of the Guadalquiver ; 
watch her listening in solemn attitude^ at her Arturo's 
side, to the Miserere's sad dirge in the Cathedral, 
and instituting hunts with him under tables after lost 
gloves or pocket-handkerchiefs. Truly, as the Eastern 
poet says, ** None knoweth love but he (or she !) who 
hath tasted it." 

The maiden lady was too proud of these new emo- 
tions that had newly flooded her ancient heart to 
make any attempts at disguising them. She was 
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rather inclined to confide than otherwise, and one day 
even showed me a letter in English which she had 
received from her rather hilious-looking pupil daring 
some of his absences from her side. It began, " Ever 
beloved she-friend/' and ended with this tender assur- 
ance, "all thy Arturo's thinks are of thee !" 

Although the M.P. evidently did not thoroughly 
appreciate his sister*s transformed state, he was either 
too indifferent or too considerate to oppose actively 
the course of true love which rippled on so gracefully 
before his green travelling spectacles — it possibly 
suggested soma similar idyll as being in store for 
himself. Miss Willocks's bedroom was situated im- 
mediately beneath mine, and often as twilight fell, 
looking down, I would see her seated on her balcony, 
either lost in maiden meditation, or tinkling on a 
guitar those tunes her true lover had taught her. 

Inspired by such touching love scenes, I put still 
more steam into my own heart-pourings of romance. 
Such is the reward of persistence, that Maraquita, 
my pretty neighbour, at last condescended to speak 
a few words in a shy manner. After a time she was 
good enough to laugh pleasantly at my many absurd 
ways, which made me, as indeed every foreigner, she 
said, very ridiculous in her eyes. Then she kindly 
professed some interest in the histories of other 
lands. I told her, with some elaboration, details 
of ladies* toilettes, various marriage ceremonies, the 
duties of wives, divorces — particularly divorces — and 
other light trifles as they are understood in less civilized 



MY LAST SORTIE. 467 



countries than hers. At last, that conversation might 
be less restricted, and opportunities for improvements 
greater, she agreed to meet me at the hour of Ave 
Maria under some shady trees near to a church, 
whither her spiritual duties occasionally led her. Of 
course, during these interviews she was accompanied 
by a woman-servant, a very proper-minded old peraon, 
who professed firmly to believe that I was a dealer 
in cheap jewellery, and was bland enough to accept 
some specimens of Brummagem work in token of 
my regard. I believe that with a few brass bracelets 
that old woman might have been bribed to blow up 
he GatbedraL 

Also, every early mom — the inhabitants of both 
houses still sleeping — leaning over our balcony rail- 
ings, we compared flower-pots, watched the billings 
and cooings of the doves, and indulged in much inno- 
cent mirth. All this in a subdued tone of voice, but 
so effectually that at last a great friendship sprang up 
between us. 

So much had to be said on the subject of this 
Platonic affection, and the time for saying it was so 
short, that it became necessary to arrange for more 
frequent meetings. Maraquita, sweet child, one day 
confided to me a discovery made by her — I trust 
for the first time. It was to the effect, that if any 
once chanced to be walking on the flat roof of her 
house, and at the same time any one, by a strange 
coincidence, happened to be enjoying the cool even- 
ing air on the flat roof of the hotel, these two 
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people would find themselTes only divided by a slight 
wooden trellis-work, and would naturally enjoy maeh 
rational conyersation if they were at all socially in- 
clined. Maraquita went on to say that two people so 
circumstanced would find themselves in such a solitude 
that she, for one, would scarcely ever venture to place 
herself in such a position ; but the view was very fine 
from that commanding height, and she almost won- 
dered, as a stranger, that I did not visit the terrace, 
especially by moonlight. 

I had very great trouble in getting the promise of 
an interview there. She never had done such a thing, 
she said, in her life, and naturally felt timid at taking 
a first step in that direction. However, she knew 
that Englishmen were all so honourable, so at last 
consented. I smiled with much self-complacency, 
and ** fancied " myself more than ever. While 
making plans to carry out this new idea, it was in the 
firm hope that there would be no traces found about 
the trellis-work showing that it had been removed by 
any former traveller, attracted by the pretty green 
balcony and its lovely owner. 

If there were no difficulties in life there would be 
no pleasures ; if there was no garlic there would be no 
puchero worth eating. As it is unusual for tourists — 
even though they be eccentric Englishmen — to walk 
at night on the tiles of the roofs of their hotel, I 
had to seek some reason, in addition to national pecu- 
liarities, by way of accounting with somffe speciousness 
for such a desire. The sterility of brain with which 
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men are cursed on the occurrence of any intricate 
combinations that require the exercise of a little in- 
genuity is not unusual, but it is humiliating. For 
a long time I cast about in vain, with great abhorrence 
of my own stupidity, for reasons that would justify me 
in asking for the key of what I found to be the family 
drying ground. 

There happened to be an old Gallega, a woman ser- 
vant, who, in company with a black cat and a brasero 
of charcoal, inhabited the small kitchen on our land- 
ing. Her business it was — in the absence of bells — 
to communicate our wants by shouting them to the 
domestics in the patio below, to bring in the early 
chocolate, to play at sweeping out rooms and passages 
with a small birch rod, which ought, from the slight 
employment it ever got, to last half a century, and to 
see that we didn't get too much water in our jugs. 

With her yellow shrivelled face, poor old Concepcion 
looked like a witch, but trying the encouragement of a 
little cheerful conversation and a peseta upon her, she 
unbent wonderfully from her usual cloak of reserve, 
and ended by talking of her youth and the time when 
she knew what it was herself to love, and watch, and 
weep. From her own account, weeping had been the 
chief accompaniment to the romance of her early life. 
She had in the time of the Peninsular War taken up 
with an English sergeant, a yellow-haired, handsome 
man as she described him, but one ** who drank, who 
drank ** to such an extent that he was rarely sober ; 
and in his moments of conviviality the *' distraction'* 
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he most fayoured was beating poor, and then perhaps 
pretty, Concepcion with his belt. The yellow-haired 
monster was so strong, and the beatings so frequent, 
that she felt ''many million'' times inclined to leare 
him ; not that she ever did though ; in fact, it was he 
who deserted her on quitting Spain with his regi- 
ment. She would have even followed him then, 
although there was a sea to be crossed. However, he 
would not allow her — " handsome demonio " that he 
was ; and Concepcion of the wrinkled face went on to 
say how she sat over her brasero still thinking aboat 
the bygone days and her handsome tyrant. She wept 
and tossed her grey unkempt hair about, as I thought 
Miss Willocks might do if deserted by her Count and 
left alone with only a cat and a brasero. " Oh / amours 
amour, amour, amour P* 

A little judiciously-invested sympathy so won on 
the ancient Gallega, that when I asked her for the 
key of the door leading on to the roof, she declared 
how well-disposed she was to give the senor that or 
anything else she possessed, but '' alas ! she had it 
not.*' The landlady, it appeared, took great interest 
in gourd growing, and had made — so Concepcion told 
me — quite a Httle paradise among the clothes lines 
on the roof, objecting strongly to any intrusion on 
her lofty bower. For the moment no further idea suc- 
ceeded in permeating the clouds of my masculine brain; 
but remembering afterwards, how my camera and 
photographic apparatus had as usual formed part of 
our baggage, I again sought out the sensitive old witch. 
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and told her, I regret to say, the most wicked story 
that ever was uttered. 

Showing her the lens of the camera, I explained, 
not withoat considerable difficulty, that I was an 
astronomer sent out by the English government to 
notice the course of the stars that shone so much 
more brightly above Andalucia than over our own 
dark and less favoured land. That I proposed writing a 

book on the subject, in which the Fonda del , as the 

seat of my studies, would meet with honourable men- 
tion ; and, further, that having acquired, thsmks to as** 
tronomical lore, considerable knowledge of fortune-tell- 
ing, that branch of my learning would be placed at the 
service of the whole family in return for any assistance 
they might be disposed to grant, particularly if they 
lent the key of a spot so well adapted for consulting 
the heavens. I swore on my life to the safety of the 
precious gourds. 

This diplomacy — ^to use a polite term for the deceit 
which I now blushingly record by way of penance — 
was not only rewarded by the request being politely 
granted, but also by the display of the large amount 
of exaggerated respect our hosts considered due to 
one versed in occult sciences. The poodle was 
looked up(m as a sort of familiar spirit, and we never 
passed together through the courtyard without a 
perceptible sensation thrilling through the landlady's 
family and any visitors to her sanctum. The solem- 
nities of the Holy Week were now at hand, and my 
brother officer returned to participate in them, taking 
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possession of the second bed in our room, and being 
otherwise much in the way. 

Intimate friends are very well up to a certain point, 
but the advantage of their society is, to a certain 
extent, neutralised when once they consider them- 
selves privileged to become also inquisitors. A con- 
fidant in real life is as likely to damage any plans you 
may have formed, as a being of that character on 
the stage is necessary for their development. The 
eternal *' what are you going to do?" '* where have 
you been ?" asked more from idleness than interest, 
have swamped half the budding friendships of my 
life. 

I introduced Mooner to the Willockses* gang, and we 
all toiled together at pleasure-parties, hewing out 
with praiseworthy zeal many dismal sensations from 
the sable-hung churches. 

I think my smitten spinster was at that time in a 
fair way to secede from the faith whose tenets, in 
their sternest form, it had once been her chief plea- 
sure to disseminate among those who held opinions 
diflFering from her own. 

During the Semana santa she made a toilet of as 
sombre description as was compatible with the be- 
coming, knelt with her arms crossed on the stone 
pavement of the cathedral, to the discomfiture of her 
poor old joints, but in an attitude of prayer very 
touching to contemplate, and gave up tinkling her 
guitar as soon as the solemn period had regularly set 
in. In fact, I often wished the crowd would take 



MY LAST SORTIE. 468 

a lesson in demeanour from Miss Willocks during 
the ceremonies got up for their spiritual edification, 
and appear more appreciatiye of the medissyal page- 
antry, which in Seville, is, in some instances, more 
striking than eyen the Boman scenic arrangements 
for Easter time. It was the one drawback to the 
night processions through the streets (they reminded 
me a good deal of those held during the feast of the 
Mahorran in Mahometan countries), that no one 
seemed in the least impressed by their picturesque 
effect but the Protestant strangers, who generally get 
so abused for the indecent manner in which they 
thrust their sight-seeing noses between worshippers of 
every creed and their objects of religious enthusiasm. 
Many of the native Andalucians chattered and grimaced 
with much vehemence, and made small jokes with 
much indecorous sound of giggling at the most 
solemn moments of the Easter scenes, as though 
the representation had no ulterior object than their 
amusement. I cannot help thinking there would soon 
be a sensible decrease in the amount of wax candles 
and sweet-smelling incense which are burnt at great 
Roman Catholic spectacles if no heretic outsiders 
rushed to join in the festivals, helping indirectly to 
pay the expenses. However, it does not do to be 
hypercritical, as all who have " done " a Seville or 
Roman Holy Week will assuredly agree. The world 
would be a very dreary one if our enthusiasm was 
never appealed to through outward display, if it was 
only on the stage that magnificent Prelates and 
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Potentates walked in gorgeous processions among 
cloisters and cathedrals, and if all architectural splen- 
dours were only painted canvas effects. To me those 
ponderous images of saints and holy personages, as 
they are slowly carried through the narrow streets, 
become sanctified by recollection of the hope and 
consolation which so many generations have fomid 
in watching their unwieldy progress when Faith was 
fresher. If on the same spot, some few thousands 
of human beings haye suffered martyrdom for re* 
fusing to recognise their efficacy as emblems of salya- 
tion, that belief which leads to death may lead also to 
such a certainty of bliss beyond the torture, that who 
shall say the martyr's fate is a subject of regret and 
one calling for pity ? 

My Maraquita was very religious indeed, and we 
held most edifying converse among the pumpkins 
and the clothes-lines. 

She told me of many well-authenticated miracles of 
quite recent occurrence in the city of Seville, which 
she gave on the authority of her confessor, a very 
pious priest, who was still young, and well-favoured — 
not, of course, as she added, that his looks could 
possibly be of the very slightest consequence. 

The intellectual benefits arising from our friendly 
intercourse, I may modestly say, were mutual. I 
must own to having derived great benefit from the 
moral sentiments and the disquisitions on religious 
subjects with which my lovely acquaintance favoured 
mCi while taking credit for having taught her in return 
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many French words and their meanings. This, com- 
bined with a thorough grounding in the rudiments of 
^cart6 (for which she is also my debtor), may be of 
service to her in after life. The latter game we con- 
trived ingeniously enough to play while seated in our 
adjacent balconies in the early morning time. 

As the time for a return to " the Rock ** became 
unpleasantly near, our friendship had settled on so 
firm a basis that the lady was good enough to suggest 
— for my soul's benefit — that I should give up soldier- 
ing and settle down for life in Andalucia, with the 
chance of being selected as a fitting subject for a 
miracle, and, at her confessor's intercession, have my 
eyes opened to heretical shortcomings. 

I had not been so long in the lovely Province of 
Maraquita's birth without learning something of that 
braggadocio which constant custom there causes to be 
required in rather heavier doses than elsewhere in the 
Peninsula, and I blush (again) whUe thmking of the 
heavy swagger which had to be emulatively assumed. 

" I could not love thee, dear, so mnch, 
Loved I not honour more/* 

sounded very effectively, and quite as good as new 
when rendered into Spanish. But it was in the 
Arabian Nights — which the lady had luckily not read 
— ^where I found my best extracts. These were 
arranged with reference to the anticipated Eastern 
travel, and were a never-failing source of delight. 
The idea that a possibility existed of monstrous 
diamonds, procured by stratagem from serpent- 

2h 
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crowded valleys, finding their way by mysterions 
agency some day to thereof of the hotel, or of a 
palanqnin borne by eight gold-bangled negroes 
stopping some fine morning at her door to bear her 
away as the Qneen of some land of plenty, made my 
Desdemona's smiles to pierce through her tears even 
on the night of leave-taking and the sweet sorrow that 
preceded my departure. 

Oar start homewards had been deferred for a day 
by some "diplomacy*' on my part. At the last 
moment I had endeaYonred to get a little more time 
to spend in Seville, but without success. A letter 
written to a friend on "the Rock," requesting he 
would sound our colonel on the subject of another 
fortnight's leave, had brought the following reply: — 

" ' Gib,' Sunday 16th. 
" Sorry for you, old man, but it's no go. Chief 
fussy about general inspection coming ofif. Says that 
you want brushing up for it more than any of us. 
Everything going on pretty much as usual. Slodger 
has got his company, and Freeling has lost his wife. 
Frank Steele's son has had small-pox, and " Belle " a 
litter of pups — stunners. The Smiler has got grog 
blossoms come on his nose, and poor Tom is rather 
verging on D. T. Otherwise no news. — Yours to no 
end, " T. O'Beamy." 

But even when the day had been fixed for our 
departure, I promised Maraquita to defer it somehow 
for another twenty-four hours. At the table d'hdte. 
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as we all sat talking of departure, professing great 
regrets, but getting very jolly over some extra bottles 
of wine, making plans for meeting eyery year at Seyille 
in Holy Week time, and spouting mnch other unmean- 
ing nonsense, I suddenly remembered that I wanted to 
get photographed, or to have my hair cut, and leaving 
the table I managed to keep out of the way till too 
late for the last train to Cadiz. The only inconvenience 
resulting was, that having paid the hotel bill in the 
morning, we found, on going upstairs at bedtime, 
that the servants, making no allowance for chances of 
male caprice having altered our plans, had removed one 
of the beds, by way of reducing the room to the dull- 
season requirements. There was nothing but to 
make the best of it; and finding on inquiry no 
other room to be available it was decided Mooner 
should have the bed while I should, with my usual 
amiability, be contented with an arm-chair and 
some railway wrappers. Like the lady in the Arabian 
Nights, whose ghoul-like propensities were so long 
undiscovered, my chum had hitherto slept so soundly, 
that the night excursions to the roof had escaped his 
notice. He was lost in admiration at his com- 
panion's self-immolation and care for his comfort, and 
on pretext of a romantic desire to see Seville streets by 
moonlight, I left him preparing for the full enjoyment 
of his hard couch. 

I rushed to the roof and to Maraquita. There was 
no moon, only that universal glow which a bright 
starlight casts over the earth's surface like a becoming 

2h2 
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veil, softening into a yagne and dreamy beanty the 
faces whose eyes look friendship into onrsy and bring- 
ing onr mind to a keener appreciation of everything 
pleasant and pretty. As we stood there, hi^ up 
above the sleeping city — grouped something after 
Millais's " Huguenots " — I found myself wishing that 
time would stand still, that the bright starlight and 
our friendship would last for ever. 

What a merciful dispensation that human wishes 
remain so often unheard, or, at any rate, ungranted ! 

We could see the line of cruel railway that awaited 
me stretching across the plains below. The leaden 
swirl of the river now plainly discernible from where 
we stood, high towers, domes, and zigzagging roofs, 
the black rounded forms of wide-spreading trees 
and distant hills, formed a dark panorama around 
us. We soon forgot all about their existence, and 
that there was beyond that shadowy horizon, a world 
with involved and unexplored paths awaiting wan- 
derers, whereon our own roads in life might diverge 
perhaps for ever. 

Winsome Maraquita! She looked so slight, so 
delicately fragile, a fay-like creature that a cold 
breath of air or a rough word might kill. As to 
strength of mind, she professed not the slightest 
claim to it, and making no secret of her sorrow, she 
wept bitterly, promising '* always, always, always" 
to remember me. 

And so we parted ; and whenever there shines a 
bright starlight, under whatever circumstance I look 
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out upon it, whether from the window of a heated 
ball-room or a tent's narrow opening ; whether I watch 
it illuminating a solitude amidst the huge roll of 
Atlantic waves, dreary sand plain, or primeval forest, 
my thoughts recur to that night, although so long 
ago, when I said " good-bye" to the little Andaluza, 
amidst the gourds, the quaintly-shaped flower-pots, the 
clothes-lines, and the dark towers and terraces which 
combined in a fitting viise en scene for our passing 
episode of platonic liking. I had taken root far too 
deeply among the esculents on the house-top not to 
feel acutely the severe wrench needed on my heart's 
transplantation to other scenes, and rushed away down 
the steep brick staircase, reckless of the many chances 
in favour of getting a smashed head against its low 
ceiling as a counter irritant to my lacerated feelings. 

Regaining our room scarcely conscious of what I 
was about, the effort of making up an extempore bed 
out of wrappers and chairs seemed too puerile and unro- 
mantic under the circumstances. Partially undressing, 
I lay down as quietly as possible outside the bed where 
the slumbering Mooner in his tranquil repose was mak- 
ing the air melodious with his snoring. Carefully 
avoiding any movement likely to disturb my companion, 
I lay acting over in my mind the scene just concluded, 
but not much inclined for sleep. I would have struck 
a light and got a rug or two, for the night was chilly, 
but for the dread of cross-questioning if my chum were 
roused. 

At last I grew so cold and uncomfortable^ that 
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lowed me with undignified haste and much angular 
action. Judas Iscariot, in a suit of yellow, was dis- 
cernible in the distance taking his turn in rear of the 
procession ; and mixed up among other gaudily- 
dressed biblical personages was an exulting demon, his 
face rouged and powdered, and wearing some false 
curls hanging from his horns, which I seemed to 
recognise. He gravely held a tiny parasol above his 
head, which I could have sworn to if put on my oath. 

A shriek from the Magdalen as she reached the 
edge of the dark abyss awaiting us all, aroused me 
to the horror of my own impending fate, and I awoke 
with a start — my mouth parched and my heart beating. 
Daylight flooded the room from the well-known 
window, but some subdued shrieks sounding in my 
ear — the very counterpart of those emitted by the 
poor repentant sinner — and a difiference in the room's 
general aspect, made me doubtful whether I could as 
yet be really awake. Even writing at this distance of 
time a goose-skin feeling comes over me when I re- 
collect how, after much eye-rubbing, a doubt settled 
down into a horrid certainty ! Better be bom blind 
than undergo a continuance of such sights ! Horror of 
horrors ! — I was in bed with Miss Willocks ! My 
first impulse was to rush frantically out of the room, 
dragging the bed-clothes with me as a substitute for 
more proper covering, but the poor lady had evidently 
been struck by the same idea, and her firm grasp of 
the blankets thwarted my modest project. 

Poor Willocks ! she really behaved very sensibly, 
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and after one or two more not very load shrieks 
— each decreasing in volume as her sense of pru- 
dence overcame that first one of surprise — she 
entered upon an arrangement by which the refine- 
ment of her nature might be saved as much shock 
as possible under the circumstances. My own pre- 
sence of mind by degrees returning, I stared around 
even as she spoke, awed by the terrible spectacle 
presented on all sides. 

That ancient spinster wore neither nightcap nor net ; 
so the few wisps of grizzly hair still in her possession 
fell in impleasant coils about her grey old face, while, 
like the leaves of the forest when autumn has blown, 
I could see, thickly strewn on the toilet table, an 
array of the curls, braids, and frizettes which artfully 
combined to produce the deceptive eflfect we had all 
admired and wondered at. I felt sure that Arturo was 
in her thoughts, as in mine. While no doubt horror 
at the idea of his ever hearing of her night's adventure 
occupied her own thoughts, mine were filled with 
gentle pity at the terrible forecast I had got of the 
poor fellow's future fate. 

Not for a moment did Miss Willocks profess to 
disbelieve the statement, that in the haste of pro- 
ceeding to my room I had descended a flight of 
stairs too many. I told her how I had mistaken the 
landings, and that her room being immediately under 
ours, its counterpart in doorway, size, and general 
arrangement, I had entered and settled down withoat 
being able to distinguish any minor details in the 
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darkness. These explanations were all entered upon 
witir our backs turned to one another, and with as 
much burrowing under bed-clothes as it was possible 
for two full-grown people to eflfect with the limited 

accommodation of such bed-gear as the Fonda del ■ 

provided for its guests. 

I was obliged to smother a naturally intense 
longing to rush away "anywhere, anywhere" out 
of Miss Willocks's room, as any sudden or start- 
ling movement on my part might bring forth 
more shrieks, the consequences of which, should the 
house be aroused, I trembled to think of. I was 
divided between an inclination to say my prayers, as 
people are driven to do in storms at sea, or to smother 
the poor creature I had so incautiously placed in a 
dilemma worse for herself than it could be for me. 

Poor old thing ! she was not a bad old girl after 
all! For once in her life too she spoke naturally. 
The outpourings of her mind were to this eflfect. 
She said that she knew she was old enough to be my 
mother — that her conduct, she felt, was such as to 
excite ridicule, but that life had hitherto been so very, 
very dreary to her. She had been poor nearly all her 
life. The greater part of it had been passed vege- 
tating in a small village in the north of Irelafid. 
Only quite lately she and her brother unexpectedly 
inherited the fortune of a wealthy relative. This 
had been divided between them — share and share 
alike. The sudden accession of riches had indirectly 
enabled her brother to carry out that which had been 
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the one dream of his prosaic life, and he had suc- 
ceeded in getting himself returned as one of ^the 

Members for . Was it not natural they should 

wish to gratify their longings, and see something 
of the life existing beyond their, till then, narrow 
horizon ? Was it surprising either that the pre- 
judices, contracted during a long life of grey, grim, 
objectless existence, should remain clinging to her — 
as in the time when she had first met me at Mont- 
serrat ? She had never had a lover ! And now that 
Arturo had appeared on the scene, though she some- 
times fancied that he loved her only for her income, 
it was so hard to live on cold^ hopeless, and uncared 
for that the risk must be run. It might, indeed, end in 
the wreck of her happiness, as the phrase goes, bat are 
there not shoals as dangerous as those abounding in a 
marriage of interest ? She was sure he would be kiftd 

to her and she loved him. She implored me to 

preserve the secret of our adventure — to resist, at 
any rate for a time, the temptation of making a *^ good 
story ** out of it for the amusement of my firiends. 
We might never meet again. It might, perhaps, pain 
me in after years if I thought I had injured one 
whose time for happiness was so very short, if not, 
alas ! already passed. It rested with me whether she 
should be overwhelmed with shame and ridicule, ot 
retain some chance of keeping up for a little time the 
pleasant illusion in her own eyes, if not in those ot 
the world, that she was loved. 
Each turmng round at thiS| the most emphatic part 
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of the discourse, I saw real tears rolling down Miss 
Willocks's rough-skinned face and resting on her 
rubily-disposed nostrils. And then moved to pity I 
promised — and kept the promise as long as it was 
necessary — ^to betray none of the secrets it had been 
my fate so unwillingly to surprise. 

After the speech and the tears, Miss Willocks hid 
her — in every sense of the word — diminished head 
beneath the bed-clothes, and remained there discreetly 
80 long as I was in the room. 

Making only a partial toilet, then carefully looking 
out on to the landing, to see there were no wanderers 
who might note my suspicious exit from that fair 
maiden's chamber, I escaped upstairs, still in a half- 
dazed state. Whether I was awake, or still sleeping, 
seemed a little doubtful. I had, nevertheless, the 
thankful feeling of one who has escaped a great 
danger, or a great temptation. 

The placid Mooner was still sleeping serenely. 
I determined to go out for a bath, an early wander 
with the poodle, whose vociferous greeting seemed 
mixed with congratulations, and a last glimpse up at 
the green balcony. 

And so ended the last of my '' Sorties from 
' Gib.' " 
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It is with a faltering hand that I break the bottle at 
this launching of my pen's first venture. A shudder 
comes over me as I see the tiny craft prepared to 
start on her trial trip towards that already over- 
crowded, sail-covered sea of public opinion. 

Her sailing instructions are very simple. They 
are — to pass on unnoticed, looking as trim and 
rakish as the rest so long as she possibly can. 
Should any weU-manned privateer, bristling with 
highly-exercised gall-dipped quills of criticism, bear 
down upon her, then is every scrap of blatant bunting 
to be at once hauled down ; she is to look innocent 
and humble, to plead insignificance or ignorance — do 
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anything^ in short, most likely to mollify and disann 
so formidable a foe. 

Should the yessel return to port bringing back a 
small freight of praise, her owner's hnrrahs will be of 
the londest. If, on the contrary, she be dismasted 
and done for, and, with the proTorbial recklessness of 
speculators, her builder should venture on yet another 
risk, he must endeavour, by seeking out better 
machinery and more thoughtfoUy considered material, 
to benefit by the chastening experience of a first 
failure. 
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